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T ; is boped you will receive this volume of 
Tairrzs, as à tribute of gratitude, ſor 
numberleſs favours conferred by you upon the 
author: he is conſcious that the preſent is ſcarce 
worth your acceptance, but hopes in future 
to offer ſomething more worthy. In the mean 
time he remains | 


Your very bumble ſervant, | 


Jan, 1767. 


Joun OAKMaAx. 


ADVE RTASE MENT; 


T is unneceſſary, limagine, to tell the reader 

that the author of theſe little pieces has not 
received any benefit from what is called 2 liberal 
education ; the want of it he is afraid will be too 
plainly ſeen: he was ſcarcely taught do read in the 
common method, as moſt poor tradeſmens children 
are: what little he is acquainted with no, is merely 
the fruits of bis own, induſtry. This knoyn, it is 
| boped will make the critics (it any ſhould think 
it worth 1 while to peruſe it) to put on a calmer 
brow than otherwiſe they might, The author 
-returns his thanks to all thoſe who hve honoured 


his ſubſcriptions, and remains merit 


a/ wury undi fc want, &c. 
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"HAT malice, faction, noiſe and ſtriſe, 

Attend this little walk thro? life; 
Detraction, envy, aim their darts, 
Envenom'd, at the pureſt hcarts ; 
Man like a weather-cock we find, 


Muſt ſtand the blaſt of every wind; 
oye | 
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: Hes wrong, Ur right, a fool, or wit, 
Juſt as the multitude think fit, 

And oft their wiſe determinations 

Abuſe the beſt of reputations: 

His art, or whatſoe'er he reſts on, 

By fools and knaves is call'd in queſtion ; 
And as they cry the luckleſs ſound 5 
Report attendant carries round, 


| 1 28 2 million in an hour. 
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| Ts a poor 3 of f imple kit, 
Yet happy in a right good will; 

Lay baſking in the mid-day fu, 
No harm he thought, no harm had done, 
When a ſtrange hub · bub ſtruck his ain, 
And inſtantly a mob appears; 

Halloo ! they cry'd, halloo ! halloo ! 
Tray ran as faſt as Tray could do: 


. "He turns, and winds, and mends his pace, 


Yet doubtful how will end the chace ; 
Thro' many an alley, lane and ſtreet, 
In Raſte he ply'd his dubjous feet; 

In every alley, ſtreet and lane, 

His enemies be Fug again. 


The noiſe ind. men, |boys ang 
Fully _— of his fall) : Ps 
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With greedy ears the mob devour, 50 : 
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With pitch forks, poker, tongs or what 
They in the height of fury got; 
Some at his head, ſome at his back, 
Began the deſperate attack; 
Till mad indeed he foam'd and bit, 
And ftrove ſuch uſage to acquit : 

But ab! in vain by all aſſail d, 
His ſtrength decreas'd, his courage fail'd ; 
He ſunk oppreſt on every fide, | 
Yet howl'd out this before he died: 


Blood-thirſty men, I yield my ms 15 
Yet time will ſoon revenge my death ; - 
Uncertain is this earthly ſtate, N 
And few can read the book of fate: 

Yet ſure I could expect no les, wor 4 
Your acts thro! life your minds N in d 3 

I'm but a deg and not a brother, ban 
Yet thus you hunt down ang another, $43 8 
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Educ'd by fate and ait · huilt ſchemes, 
From n fine and polden ana! 
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WI native confidence tho poor, ON 4 5 
Young Merit knock'd 5 Fortung $ N N 
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W. ar her toilet g getting ready, Fiat 203 a7 N 
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- Begin „nen half the W's in bed; TEES | 1 bn 
And as to work he vulgir e e 114 


But few of theſe have clos d their eyes! 

Da is their night, and night their a ane 

So order'd by the laws of play 

And quality would ſooner break, 

The laws of honour, than forlae 

Thoſe laws which for themſelves they ele, 
Tho virtue loſe e einigte 


if 09 hz 69 wot bir 
8 the id area, 110 | 
Peep' d forth a ſervant, Tom, or. Mary: 4 
And ſeeing Merit poot and thin, 
- « Cry'd, damn him let him knock again; 


e looks like ſome low polititian, 


« And bringe to Fafune a petizſon; 


<< But what is that to you or me, 


* Pplel he cayldatjapes the ſex?” · 


— at the gates yo Lott 27 
By actidert, Ur heard their ae, 101 | 
Jo fee the lady being willing, Reg," 
Held put his laſt, his only illing; Act, wings 
3 6 8 e 


When the is ſerv/d=-HIlthink-=and then 
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8 me Sir —1 cannot flay. 
* Folly and Faſbioy muſt be erw — ED | 
> While Merit is eee aan ; 
_ "FABLE 


With lady Faſbion at her fide ; 


«© No doubt you've 
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This ſign prevail'd, when entre nous, ̃ ̃ q. 


The folding doors wide open flew ;, 
Where Fortune ſat in all her pride; 
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Merit began t N dame. R 
eard of Merit's name, 
In ancient times my fame was great, 
Rut by ili chagee reducet-of :Jagoy 1 
From you I beg anrifling bounty. 1 1 
% From you the richeſt in che county; u 
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* And ever withagrateful ſpirit ü 
* Il bleſs 0e hand that helped oss. 
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Mr. a das $ 100 nab" I'm ſorry” 9 


At preſent I am in a hurry, { {190 Worn © 7 
And caſh now is not in the way, | | 

] had bad luck laſt night at plaj nl 
Beſide, my ſiiter apron here, HT 
Wants more than I joſt now can ſpar ee: 


Another day you'll call aga ma; 
Here Tom - your ſervant— Bring the 4 my. NA 
Theſe French ſilks are the proitieft 2. n i 
To lad Niggle's haſte aw a, 
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N every dein every, ations, | T 
In every age, an every —_— | 
Still vanity and diſconteat 
Their mutual aid each ether he : 
Ah me! what pangs muſt fill that breaſt, 
Where theſe two fiends have got poſſeſt, 
What dire calamities enſue, 
TA ah! how very juſtly due. 
11 10 e 0 
In high- fam'd Athens Jong ago, 
There liv'd, as Æſop's fables ſberu, 
A ſimple harper but whoſe lays 
> Procur'd him much Plebeian praiſe: 'F 
When night drew, on, in thrumming Araing 
He'd oft divert the tippling train, 
The tippling train, would dance and ſing. 
And ſwear of e was W | 
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Philoſophers have oft confeſt, 
The love of fame in every breaſt ' 
Inherent is: and moſt would fain 
Her trumpet's loudeſt blaſt obtain. 


7 ry 
| Yet vety few ofall who've frovegl 7 1 
So far have gain'dithat Jady's laveg: + // 
But diſcontented with their lot, 2 
Have loſt the little ſhare they'd got. 


Puff'd with the praiſes of the age 

With vanity his breaſt o erflow ' d. 

4 Shall I, ſays he, whoſe ſkill foirarey 
That few to play with me will dare: 

Shall I, whoſe heavenly. ſounding, Rrains, 

Can move theſe wretches, without brains; 

I, who like Orpheus, or Amphion 

Can tame the ſayage bear, or lion, | 

And make e'en ſtocks, or ſtones, or trees, 

Caper and dance juſt as I pleaſe ; 

Shall I divert the rabble rout, 

And give my airs to every lout ? 

No—if theſe feel ſo great my art, 

How I ſhalt touch the noble heart! 

How ſmall each artiſt will appear, 

If once I ftrike the judging ea: 

It ſhall be ſo—a ſtrong deſire 

Now warms my breaſt with ſacred fire ; 

I'll charm the ſtage, ye clowns adieu; 

I've ſpent my time too long with you; 

Profit, and fame, ſball make amends, 

J have them at my fingers ends. 

Behold him on the Athenean ſtage, Je 

At war with harmony engage. | 5 


| „ 
Untowardly, he ſtrikes the ſtring m 1» 7 
And harſher thaw his harp he ſin gs 0 
Enrag'd the audienee pelt, and off 
And clamour rende the houſe, \off, off. ell 


Ama d, be from the ſtage writhidrew 
And fought again the clowniſſi crew: 
But Fame who kept above his pace, 

_ Had told them all his late diferace;'' 
| With ſcorn they Kick'd him out of door, 
And bid him hum ſtrum there no more, 
But with his ſoft and heavenly ars, 
Go play to TXEET, and s bears. n 
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HEN fools, or coxcombs pet in far e 
How e is their behaviour. % 


Once on a 8 glory got, "Pp 
The Monkey and the Cat were foes g 
Their quarrel ſrom this firſt began, 
Which was of ſervice moſt to mann 
8 17555 os humble 10 . Ne 
ut pug was haught ert an vain, 3 
P 8 S1 So. * A 
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And as the fav'rite of his lady, 
To vindicate himſelf was ready ; 
He beg'd the youthful blooming ir, | 
The different claims of each to hear; 
And candidly to give her vote, 
As reaſon and as juſtice ought, 


Firſt then he beg'd ſhe would conſider, 
What various ſervices he did her; 
When ſpleen or vapours had poſſeſt her, 
Or any other ill diſtreſt her, 

How often he had baniſh'd care, 

And made her gay and debonair; 

Made the dull moments glide away, 

And charm'd her all the live- long day; 

Till night invited beaux, and belles, 

With cards and other bqggatelles ; 

Yet even then when luck went croſs, 

And palid looks proclaim'd her loſs ; 

If drops and Lucy were not near, 

He'd 1av'd her fainting in her chair; 

With other things a mighty train, 

Which to repeat would ſeem too vain 3 

But above all his quality, 

And education a Paris, | 

That England never could produces : 
An animal ſo ſmart, ſo ſpruce, 

45 40 
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That ladies of the higheſt ſtation, 
Kept Monkeys for their — 


The honeſt Cat, who all this while, 
Had mark 'd his puffing florid ſtile; 
With zeal inflani'd, now rear'd her head, 
And modeſtly aſſuming, faid ; 

6 The arts you boaſt, all muſt confeſs, 
“ Are merely trifles, more or leſs, ; 

* Mine as they are to good conduce, 

& And ſurely muſt be of ſome uſe: 
From vermin clear, I keep the houſe, 
« Deſtroy the pilfering rat and mouſe ; 
„The granery, garden, kitchen own, 
„ My various parts to each well known, 
« My quality I lay aſide, 

6 But that Pm Engliſb is my pride. 

* Impartially the lady heard, 

& And pug was beat and pul prefer'd.” 


F A B L. R V. 
Toe MILLER and his Wirr. 


E who with . would find 
The depth and ſcope of woman's _ 
Muſt judge not by external ſhew, 
Prom what they ſay or what * do; BE 3 
ut. 
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But he who'd conſtrue all their airg, - © © 
Muſt do't as witches ſay their prayers, 


A Miller once, an honeſt man 
(That's honeſt as a miller can) 
Had a ſmart wife of goodly parts, 
In homely neceſſary arts; 
Could waſh and ſcower, and brew, and Fry 
Pies, puddings, tarts, and cuſtards make; 
Would ſmile and curtſey to her neighbours, 
And ſpeak fo ſweetly, © ſpeed yout labours.” © 
While every goſſip in the vale | 
Admir'd her cleanly fardingale 
The village, all alike, conſented, 
To think the Miller liv'd contented ; 
But, did he ſo? have patience, friend, 
And form your judgment by the oy. 1785 


The morning roſe, ſerene and clear, 
She haſted to the river near, 5 
To bleach and whiten ſome new linen, | 
Reported of her own hands paging; | 
Somehow or other in ſhe fell, 5 
The truth no one alive can tell; ‚ 
For want of aid departed life, 
So honeſt Joſeph loſt his wife. 
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What could he do in ſuch a ſtate, 
But calmly own the will of fate ? 
For we are taught, and ſhould believe, 
*Tis inſignificant to grieve z 
And once reſizn'd once loſt our breath, 
Nothing can ope the jaws of death ; 
With good, or ill we muſt diſpence— 
Tis all the will of providence. 
Now mark—to find the body drown'd, 
The Miller caſt his eyes around: 
And what, no doubt, moſt ſtrange may ſeem, 
Direct contrary to the ſtream ; 
Of all he met enquiry made, 
When thus a clown his progreſs ſaid : 
< Zure the Mon's mad, or elſe a foal, 


Jo find her zo's againſt all rule; 


The way the current flows go ſeek, 
She'll ſcarcely float this way to week.“ 


The Miller cry'd, © thou ſimple oaf, 
Give o'er thy ſneering, ceaſe to ſcoff; 
Thou wert n'er married in thy life 

The corſe I ſeek was once my wife 

And, ſurely, with all deference due, 

I knew her better far than you. 

From the firſt hour ſhe was my bride, 
She went againſt both wind and tide ; 

Noiſy, untoward, ſulky, fly, 

| Pleaſant when any one was by: 


— ( 13 ) 
From whence ſhe gain'd the name of civil, 
But I alone ftiil found her devil; 
Conceited, diſcontented, vain, 
Her only pleaſure others pain. 
She'd prove, diſprove, ſwear wrong was right,” 
What now was black, anon was white, 
Juſt as it pleas'd her inclination, 
To foment broils and breed vexation ; 
To tell her dogged humours clear, 
Would take me up at leaſt a year. 
Then think not | am mad, or dream, 
To ſeek her now againſt the ſtream ; 
I know it, from her ways in life, 
This is the way to find my wife,” 
Ehe aſtoniſh'd clown at length confeſt, 
That way to find her was the belt ; 
But cry'd, if all be true you've ſaid, 
I'd ſeek her not, alive or dead, 
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The Cock, the Goosx, and other 
Birds. 
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LL, who attentive read the papers, 
Muſt ſure obſerve what puffs and ee 

Of this, and that, and that and this, | 
+ Wbati is, and what is not amiſs ; 
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Of who is worſt, and who is beſt, 
Of who's deſpis'd, and who's careſt, 
What turns and windings round about, 
Of who is in, and who is out : 
Yet half theſe know not what they mean, 
Much leſs who moves the ſtate machine; 
What ends they have, what quaint deſign, 
To raiſe, depreſs, or undermine: 
Why one's degraded to a clod, 
Why one's exalted to a God. 
Yet thoſe in politics renown'd, 
Who view the wheel of ſtate around, 
Declare, and I believe them right, 
Hid from the vulgar's prying ſight, 
*Tis owing to ſome ſecret ſpring, 
Perhaps the favorite of a king. 


To ſtop diſpute, if I am able, 
Tu clear the point—attend the fable. 
A Gooſe, as wiſe as Gooſe could be, 
Penn'd cloſely up, 'with other poultry, 
- Began, with ſelf-ſufficient air, 
Her worth and conſequence declar'd ; 
<« 'Tho' other Birds may give a looſe 
To mirth, and call me cackling gooſe, 
Vet ſure a Gooſe muſt have ſome parts, 
Or why this feeding, why theſe arts 
Why all this care to ſtuff and cram me, 
In be no more their make-game, dn me. 


| CAE? 
I'll keep my dignity and ſtate, 
Man knows my worth I ſeldom prate 
But when things are ſo very plain, 2 
A Gooſe may ſpeak and not be vain. 


A ſmart young Cock, who heard her prating, 
And his own worth was juſt debating, 
With martial ſteps and haughty creſt, | 
Approach'd, and thus the Goole addreſt: 
Was man to act with juſtice due, 

I ſhould be treated thus, not you; 

In eaſe and ſafety I ſhould feed, 

And not ſuch things as you, indeed: 
My note is heard o'er all the lawn, 

I rouſe the ſhepherd with the dawn, 
The daring kite I force to fly, 

And all the neighbouring cocks defy. 


The farmer now, voracious ſinner, 
Conſidering what to have for dinner, 
Began to think the Gooſe was fitted, 

By this time to be killed and ſpitted; 
So did not heſitate, or ſtand ſir, i 4.-þ 
But twiſted off the neck of Anſer. 


1 


The Cock now fill'd the Gooſe's place, 
And ſtrutted with no little grace; 
Well pleas'd within his ſcanty room, 
To think the fool had met her doom. 


| ( 46 YT 

But ah ! how ſhort is earthly ſtate, 
Fatted, he met the Gooſe's fate! 
And, unlamented, undeplor'd, 

He ſmoak'd with bacon on the board, 
The Turkey then filled up his room, 
And ſhortly met the ſelf ſame doom. 


So 'tis, alas! in human things, 
With flaves to miniſter or kings; 
- One fills a happy place to day, 
The next for ſomething haſtes away; 
Another him ſucceeds in place, 
Unheedful of the like diſgrace; 
But ſomeill luck ſoon comes to ſpite 'em, 


Thus on they go ad infinitum. 


II. 


The Fenk. 


OW many ways deceit can . 
T'impoſe, alas! on human kind. 


In antique dreſs, with length of beard, 
Fauſtus, the conjurer, appear'd ; 
Auſtere his look; a taper wand 
Mott awful dignify'd his hand: 
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With globes and teleſcopes around 3 9 
His room proclaim d his ſkill profoutid'; : 
Loud was his fame, both far and near, 
And all to Fauſtus would repair. 
For wiſhing nymphs he ſoon would find 

A huſband wealthy, handſome, kind; 

And for th' ambitious he would fix 

A coronet, a coach and fix. 

He'd give the avaritious tore, 

And food and raiment to the poor, 

In ſhort, whatever their degree, 

He'd ſuit their wiſhes to a T. 
Pleas'd, they reported never ſure 
A man ſo wiſe was known before, 


Invited by his general fame 
Among the reſt, Lorenzo, came ; 
And having heard his babbling ſtuff, 
Accoſted Fauſtus ſomething rough. 
«© Thou wretch, what puniſhment is due 
To one ſo vety vile as you; 

Who with moſt ſcandalous pretence 

Cheat people of their gold and ſenſe; 

Canſt thou by human art explain 

The links in Providence 's chain? PE 

Canſt thou declare the Almighty's will, 4 

And tell our foxtune good or ill? N. 

The pillory or bridewell ſhould 
Declare your wiſdom 5 the crowd.” 


« Your 


„ 
150 Vour warmth (quoth Fauſtus) 'tis Sea 
Appears at preſent ſomewhat juſt ; 
Conſider calmly ; you'll agree 

The fault's in them, and not in me. 

Of all the fools that here attend, 

To gain a Fortune is their end. 

And were I mad enough to deal 

The Blanks from out of Fortune's wheel, 
They'd ſay my ſkill was all a ſham, 

And I as great à fool as them.“ 


F A-B) L. K Vn. 
The PotET and the BOOKSELLER. 


F all the various kinds of woe 
The Gods on wretched mortals throw, 


How great his curſe, how great his crime, 
Who's blaſted with the itch of rhyme. 
Struck with the muſe's various lore, 
The Grecian and the Roman ſtore, 

| Young Stanza, eager for a name, 
And emulous to gain their fame, 
Wo threw aſide the civil laws, 


And only tryed the muſe's cauſe. N 
5 Shall 
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Shall I, che youth enraptur'd cry'd, 
Shall I ſuch paltry traſh abide? 
Pleas, declarations, hence adieu 
Eternally—I've done with you. 
A nobler theme my ſoul's pofleſt ; 

I feel it warm my tuneful — yo! 
The charming Goddeſſes of ſong 


Have raiſed me from the vulgar r n £005 


Come then, ye virgins, heavenly fair, 
With flowing veſts, and graceful air, 
Come, with your ever tuneful Iyres, 
And warm me with poetic fires; _ 
My ſonl is yaurs—aſliſt my lays: 
To you I dedicate my days. 

O lead me to y6ur fragrant bow'rs, - 
O'er arch'd with never dying Both.” 
Attentive let me hear with thee 
The brooks ſoft lulling harmony; 
Or'trace with you the landſkips gay, 


Where fawns and lambkins ſport and play, N 


O come, ye ſweet Parnaſſion throng, 


Aud raviſh with e long. 


Whether the muſes might a 
This invocation of the bad. 
Remains a doubt ; but this is plain 
_ He hy the e luy-direfing pen. 
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Ventris 


That uſed to ſerve his needful ends. 
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| Ventris and Coke no more . read; 
But Pope, or Dryden in their ſtead. 
And odes on Chloe's lips and eyes 
His friends with wonder much ſurprize1 110 
Partial, or blind, they all would praiſe 
The youthful bard's poetic lays. 
But ah ! his little ſubſtance ſpents 
As ſoon thoſe friends grew diſcontent, 
Nor ſong, nor ode could calm their i ire, 
But all was fury, rage and fire, 


They talk'd of prudence, men ofpans N 
What were the money-getting arta 


That wit and poetry forſaoth 


Had ruined many a hapeful youth, = 
Diſcarded by thoſe loving friends 


His cloaths and. all that he could fpare T's 
Soon took their flight the Lord knows N ; 
And now his dreſs began to ſhew | 

A bard indeed! in flaty gu; 

Not like the antients fo renown'd, 

His head with laurels wreath'd around, 

With flowing gown and ſandal'd feet 

The fancied dreſs for poets meet : 

But rags that flutter'd in the wind, 

The gift of Fortune moſt unkind, 


"open ; 9 
2 age 
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Sage ſung te bard, in language ſweet, 5 
Our firſt great ar is to eat. 


For hunger awe fieſ aer bis brain 
To try the bibliopolian train : 
And with a poem, fairly wrought, Sek 
In haſte the much-fam'd Quarto ſought— - 
Quarto, a ſecond Curl in town, 

Whoſe madeſt puffing well was known; 
Talk'd much of ſciences and arts, 
Encouragement ta men af parts; 
Told him he'd read his poem Oer, 
And none, if good, ſhould give him more, 
Bid him to call on Monday, then | 
He'd tell him when to call again. 
| Stanza took leave, full-well coultonts 
And ponder'd on the great event, 
When praiſe and fortune ſhould repay 
Unkind a and fickle fortune's ſway. 

21 ö 5 0 n 

At length, behold the ruddy dawn 
Brings on the jacund long-with'd morn. - 
But oh the dire accident | the muſe 
With ferrow tells the difmal news: 

Unlucky bufineſs had decreed 
His poem to remain unread. 


S4 


O Providence, thou. ſource divine, 


What praiſes and what thanks are thine | EY 


No friends nor money Stanza had, 

But all depended on thy aid; 

And ſurely thou muſt be his friend, u 
Who could a fortnight round attend, 
Or elſe, cameleon-like, declare 

He liv'd that time _ * air. 


83 at length gave „ies this anſwers ns x) 


I've been conſidering all I can, fir— 
Poems at preſent a'nt the thing, 
Tho' fine as Homer you could ſing: · 


Had it but been a little ſmart, 
I'd been your chap with all my beatt. 


Againſt the dere of the land. 


Or government, I'd had a hand. 
Thoſe are the things at preſent ſell ; 


They ſuit the peoples humour well _ 


PABLE . 


As vou LIKE 11. 


WO Broth: Jack and Tom by: OR 


To try their luck, io Londow came 3 8 | 


Their fortunes were indeed but ſmall ; | 
Tye forty ſhillinge 1 | that was all, 


Which 
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Which they as frugally beſtow'd, 
In their expences on the road ; 5 
And many a ſcanty meal they made, 
Nor were to drinking yet betray id. 


One day the elder thus begin, 
&« Tis neceſlary that ſome plan 
We fix on, brother, as wego; 


How we're to act, and what to do. 
London, I've heard my Father ſay, 


Is full of ſharpers, who betray _ 

The artleſs ſtranger “Let us then 

Be wary in our choice of men. 

Let's manage all we get with ſkill, 

Prudence anticipates each ill ; 

In womens company be nice, 

For wenching is a horrid vice ! 

I own, if Fortune crown my life, 

I mean to make ſome girl my wife; 

Some innocent induſtrious fair, | 

Who'll make her home and me her care ; 

Whoſe brain has ne'er been ſet a madding, 

For ever after pleaſure gadding, 

Occaſion'd by ſuperior breeding, es 

And the curs'd itch of novel-reading. 

That home can ne'er be happy ſure, 

Where coxcombs loiter round the door: 
e | Yer 
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Yet ſuch the caſe with all thoſe aſſes, 
Who marry high- flown, town bred laſſes, 
Let me have one with roſy fiſt, 

Who'll fight and ſtruggle &'er be kifs'd;; 
Whoſe education is but ſmall, 

The better——if ſhe's none at all; 

In family affairs proceed 

W hat need a woman learn to read ?” 


Tom heard him out, and thus rep!y'd, 
I ſhall not chuſe for you a bride 
And, if it e er ſhould be my fate, 
To venture on a married ſtate, 
I do expect, dear Jack, that yuu 
In that caſe will be ſilent too. 
Then be our fate, or bliſs or ſhame, 
We cannot one another blame. 
The adviſe you give I don't deſpiſe, 
Nor doubt your conduct will be wiſe. 
My temper long you've known to be 
Compos d of too much levity; 
One thing I always have deſign'd, 
In what I can to pleaſe my mind.” 


Thus as they talk, to town they come ; 
To town, their long intended home; 
Some days they ſpent in ſeeing fights ; 
Strange things, that every clown delights ; 


(.. S ) 
The Abbey, Wax-work, and the 175 
Too much to be i in rhime expre 

Then bade adieu to all fuch — 

And bus neis now each mind employs, 


33 was induſtrious at his trade, 
Purſy'd the very plan he laid; 
Early and late he ply'd his = 
And toil'd like any galley Turk ; 

Spent little, hoarded up his pelf, _ 
Thought none n as himſelf, 


Tom he purſu'd a different way i ; 
Would ſometimes work—and ſometimes play: 
Kept company, would drink and ſing, 
Would toaſt his miſtreſs, or—the king ; 
Whate'er he got with eaſe he ſpent, _ 
Yet liv'da life of great content. 


Jack, as he had before deſign'd, 
Mecting a female to his mind, 


With great diſpatch the bus'neſs carry'd, 
And in alittle time was married, 


Nor was Tom long behind-hand found, 
81 Du in the chains of Hymen bound. 


E Suppoſe 
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Soppole the honey- moon is over; 
A month, or two, perhaps, or more: 
Let's pay to each a friendly viſit, 

And aſk the lads, in turn, How is it? 


Jack ſwears he's had a precious catch, 

The devil himſelf made up his match: 
His wife is ſottifh, ſluttiſh, proud; 

Her tongue, like any mill-clack, loud! 


She horns him, ſcorns him, robs him, beats him; 


' And-every way that's bad, ſhe treats him; 


While he t avoid continual ſtrife, 
And all the plague of ſuch a wife, 
Flies to the bottle for relief, 

And drowns his ſenſes with his grief. 
A courſe he never thought to take, 
He lives—a en ee and a rake ! 


Tom hath a different method took, 
His former follies all forſook ; 
| He does not even wiſh to roam, 
But finds contentment all at home : 
The girl allotted to his care, 
Is prudent, ſenſible and fair; 
A foe to all domeſtic ſtrife ; 
A loving, gentle, frugal wife. 


| But 
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But what's all this to me, I pray? 
Methinks I hear the reader ſay: | 
What's Tom, or Jack, to you or I, 
What moral does your tale imply; 


To what can all this rhiming tend ? 
Have patience, and ['l| tell you friend. 


Jack, -wha took prudence for a guide, 
Was yet unhappy in a bride; 
And all his plodding ſchemes, you ſee, 
Produc'd him nought but miſery : _ 
While careleſs Tom is bleſt by fate, 
And truly happy in a mate. 
Extend the ſubjeR thro! all life, 
Not only in one thing—a wifes 
In all, 'tis ſo !--the man who ſtrives 
To do the beſt, ftill badly thrives 
While he who dogs not care a pin 
Whether in life he looſe or win, 
Without the famous wiſhing-cap, 
Shall have dame Fortune in his lap. 
From this, I think my friend, you'll fing 
That fate and fortune both are blind. 


3 FABLE 
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The LINNET and the THRUSH, 


5 WAS in the merry 8 of May, 


hen nature all around is gay; 
When Flora calls the nymphs and ſwains 
To ſcent the fragtance of the plains; 
When no obſerver elſe was by, 
But fancy and the poet's eye: 
Two birds, a Linnet and a Thruſh, 


Perch'd on a wide ſpread May-blown buſh, 


_ Pour'd forth the ſofteſt, ſweeteſt lays, 
That e'er were form'd to female praiſe, 
While Echo, to the diſtant grove, 

Convey'd the tender fong of love, 


The ſong was huſh'd, the Linnet cry'd 
(And hung her downy head and ſigh' d) 
How hard the fate of us poor birds, 
Who want the aid of human words; 

The Poet, if to nature true, 
Is but a type of me and you, 
Yet letters conſecrate his name, 
His ſongs muſt fill the trump of fame, 


1 


While 
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* While we are doom'd to die and rot, 
Our plumage loſt, our IR, 


Ah! ceaſe this moan the Thruſh ere. 
To covet fame is empty pride, 
The ſillieſt bird that wings the wood 
Still thinks his ſong as yours is good; 
And ſo, among the human race, 
Each empty heao and vacant face, 
Who loſes three parts of his time 
In torturing harmleſs ſenſe to rhyme, | 
Thinks that with Whitehead, Maion, Grey, 
That he as well can form the lay, 
And ſools enough there will be found, 
To echo all their nonſenſe round, 
Till death advancing, ſeals their eyes, 
And then their turgid volume dies. 
Once ſnar'd, I trod the human ſtage, 
Parading in a narrow cage, | 
Till careleſs Nelly ſet me free, 
| Left ope the door to liberty; 
Yet many things, 1 underſtood, 
Were to our reputations good, 
Our ſongs they learn, our parts improve; 
And treat us with the tendereſt love ; 
Our make, our plumage too they prize, 
And point'v us in our various dies: 


3 


*. 
- « 
- 
= 


(9) 
One Spackman, bleſt with ſo much art, 
He copies us in every part; 
In nature's colours ſtill we ſhine, 
And all but life's in the deſign, 
Whilſt Emulation ſwells the mind, 
And muſic's lov'd by human kind, 
So long, ſweet bird | will laſt your praiſe, 
So long be priz'd the Linnet's lays : 
Among our fellows of the wood, 
Our parts will ne'er be underſtood ; 
No poet can abide a brother“; 
« Wits are game-cocks to one another,” 


a BILE IT 
The Fox and Dog. 


3 Wr leading - ſtrings are thrown aſide, 


And youth firſt takes the manly Aride, 


Fly from a tender parent's care 
To view the world, to gape and ſtare; 
- *Tis neceſſary each ſhould know 
& Into what company they go. 


| TON "TIER * * 2 


e ® See Guy's Fables, 
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The proverb ſhews, time out of mind, 
« As the twig's bent, the tree's inclin 4,” 
And various characters, tis known, 
Fill up this motly ſcene, the town; 
Pimps, whores, bawds, tumblers, liars; 
Dukes, earls and lords, knights, jockey-ſquires; 
Quacks, lawyers, parſons, grave phyſicians; 
Bum-bailiffs, patriots, politicians ; 
Cheats, gamblers, various avocations, 
And ſome without denominations 
An idle, aukward, ſauntering race, 
Born only juſt to fill up ſpace; 
Their taſk aſſign'd from year to year, 
To carry ſo much atmoſphere, 
Fools without number, men of ſenſe, - 
Plac'd here and there by providence 
Among this number, who can chule ? 
How pick the good, the bad refuſe ? 
By what criterion ? by reaſon, 
Think all are bad To think's no treaſon 5 
Their manners will in time explain 
"The ſecret workings of the brain; ; 
If good, then make that man your friend 
If bad, deteſt him as a fiend: 
By care and ſtudy ſenſe is caught, 

And ills proceed from want of thought. 


1 
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A maſtiff puppy left his fire, 
To ice the world—a ſtrong defire, 
With whimſies ſtrange his mind poſſeſſ, 
To be by all the brutes careſt; 
The tyger, pard, the bull, the bear, 
He ſought and went with every where; 
Monkeys, baboons, and monſters ſtrange, 
By turns he knew in fancy's range; 
At length a cunning fox he knew, 
From day to day his friendihip grew, 
In all his actions took a part, 


And own'd him neareſt to his heart. 


It happen'd once upon a day, 
As near a farm they took their way, 
Siy Reynard, with an artful leer, 
Cry'd halt, d' ye ſee yon poultry there? 
Your friendſhip | can never doubt, 
Your every act has made it out; 
l long for turkey, gooſe, or chicken 
A fowl, you know, is pretty picking! 
Turo' yonder hole you'll pop unſeen, 
And bring—you know, friend, what I mean; 
For reaſons you in time ſhall know—— 
At preſent L don't care to go; 
Hard by—if aught ſhould make reſiſtance, 
Pl inſtant fly to your aſſiſtance. 
7 The 
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The Dog, to friendſhip ſtrictly true, 
Did as the Fox had bid him do; 
Caught in the gin he call'd for aid, 
While Reynard to the covert made, 
And left his friend, in grief and ſhame, 
To ſtand the brunt and bear the blame, 


The rope was ſtretched acroſs the beam, 
When Tray began to howl and ſcream ; 
With ſuch a look bewail'd his caſe, | 
The farmer freed him from diſgrace ; 

Yet drubb'd him ſmartly in a trice, 
And left him with this good advice, 
“Go, puppey | ſeek your fire again, 
And all bad company refrain; 

From this unnatural compact, 
Obſerve to think before you act.“ 


F AB L R I. 
1 LEGACY, 
RUSH'D down by time's ales 


power, 
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Yet, e're death gave his dread command, 
He call'd his ſons—around they ſtand. 


My children hear what 1 adviſe, 

A treaſure ia the vineyard lies; 

+ Deep in the earth from mortal view, 
A fortune that's preſerv'd for you. 


Here ſunk the ſage; the youthful race 
Now ponder'd where cou'd be the place, 
But with no certainty poſſeſt, 85 
To dig it all they thought was beſt. 


Now with the lark their work began, 
And ended w ith the ſetting ſun; 

Day after day their toil they held, 

Day after day their hopes beguil'd. 

Their work was done, the vineyard round 
They dug; no treaſure there was found ; 
Baulk'd in their hopes, with labour ſpent, 
They wonder'd what their father meant. 


At length behold the circling year 

The ſage” s meaning made appear; 

- The vines, by far, more fruitſul grew, 
More fine the gripes appear'd in view. 
When one, much wiſer than the other, 
Accoſted thus, his ſighing brother: 
The myſtery is at length reveal d, 

The treaſlfe is no more conceal'd. 


{ 


| B: hold, 
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Behold, the loaded branches; ſee, 
That is our father's legacy; 

The digging was to cultivate, 
And nourith their declining ſtate. 


Give to their ſap a new recruit, 
The trea{ure is their bearing fruit. 
From this, I think, I may be able 
To give a moral to the fable. 


Whate're the ſtation ſent by fate, 
Obſerve it well to cultivate; 

Your ſtore with certainty you'll meaſure, 
For induſtry will bring a treaſure. 
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S yet a youth, and unbetray'd, 
I ſought the raral throng ; 
The purling ſtream, the cooling ſhade, 
Inſpir'd my artleſs ſong. 
How happy then each moment paſt, 
No envy, paſſion, ftrife, 
Till folly's cloud my mind o'ercaſt, 
And whiſper'd thus—— See life 


Adieu the grove ! adieu the plain! 


Adieu the purling ſttem! 


- No more your charms can entertain, 


No more muſt be my theme : 

The town a different ſcene will prove, 
Where pleaſure's always rife: 

Where bucks and bloods, and wine and love, 
Fill up the ſpan of life. 


Hatk ! Comus calls to midnight joys, 
Where Circe fills her'cup ; | 
This thought alone each mind employs, 
Kill time, and keep it up.“ 
\ =o For 
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For this the cit his counter quits, 
And loneſome leaves his wife, 
With ſots and noiſy wou'd-be wits, 
For what? ——for——ſceing life. 
Vet, ah! bow vain this ſtrange deſite 
How vague the joys they ſhare! 
The bowl enfeebles nature's fire, 
And folly brings forth care. 
A thouſand ills attendant wait, 
'The piſtol, ſword, or knife, 
And all the hours of future fate 
Are kill'd by ſeeing life. 


Adieu the town ! ſuch joys I leare 
To ſpendthriſts, knaves and cheats; 
For decent-mirth can ne'er deceive, 
And prudence has more ſweets. 
The grove, the ſhade, I'll ſeek again, 
And chuſe an artleſs wife, 
Content to grace my cot ſhall deign : 
Adieu to ſeeing life. 


f nl. 
Sung by Mr. Dzanie, at Finch's o 4 
Gardens. 


T's philoſophers, moraliſts, poets,- and 
h 


thoſe 


o have left their opinions in verſe and i in 
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Fine leſſons have taught, tho' not all under- 

mood, 

Yet entirely meant, I dare fay, for our good; 

The chiefeſt of which we may readily ſcan, 

That our time here below is no more than a 


ſpan. 


The aſſertion is juſt, if with reaſon we view, 

Mortality conſtantiy ihews us 'tis true; 

Then to fill up this triſle ot being below, 

DW: — I chink, which we all ought to 
know: 

For 2 moment attend to my ſong, if you can, 

And yl! teach the bet method to fill up the ſpan, 


Leave the parſon to preach, and the pedant to 
prate, 

The poet to (cribble, the ſtateſman to fate; 

The bully to bluſter, the valiant to fight, 

The lawyer to wrangle of w:ong and of right; 

Their bus'neſs is not in the courle of my plan, 

With matter more pleaſing 7 Tu fill up the ſpan. 


Mirth, beauty and wine, ſhall prepare'ye a feaſt, 

And ſmiling good humour bid welcome each 
gueſt ; 

is a banquet ſuits only the jovial and gay; 


Let tie grave, the moro. c, 2 the dull keep 
away ; 


Infipid 
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Inſipid by nature, they'll like not the plan; 
So juſt as they chuſe let them fill up the ſpan. 


, 


To a couch deck'd for pleaſure let beauty be 
led, 

Wich roſes and lilies all careleſs o'erſpread ; 

Let the ſoft breathing flute to her murmurings 
join, 

When love melts on her boſom in ner di- 
vine: 

That this is true pleaſute deny it who can; 

And this is the me chod to bil up the ſpan. 


Let good-humour, as preſident, ſit in the chair, - 

ANT ruddy-fac'd Bacchus, with Momus, ap- 
pear; 

Let the full lowing goblet go chearfully round, 

And the heart-lifting ſong to the Heavens re- 


ſound ; 
Let all in full Chorus approve of the plan, 


And own this the method to fi l up the ſpan. 
N 


00D people be 2835 Ize come from the 
Weſt, 7 


1 rick'd out, as you zee, in oy holiday veſt; | 
| > ＋ he 


- 
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The = of my journey, Le quickly unfold, 

My Journey, that's coſt me vive pounds of bard 
gold: 

From 3 people of greater ro- 
nown, 


I had heard many ſtories of London fine town. 


| They talk'd of the Playhouſe, the Wells, and 

| all that, 

The Tower, St, Paul's, and the lord he knows 
what ; 

Of ſhows and of ſights, of queens and of kings, 

Of the Abbey, the wax-work, and other fine 
things, 

While I, in their company, look'd like a "DRY 

Becauſe I knew nothing of London fine town. 


Oaſniggers, thought I, but this muſt not be 20, 
Let it coſt what it will I to London will go”; 
Zo l zaddied old Dobbin, Zet out a zmart trot, 
Determin'd to go while my fancy was hot ; 
And when [I return, Zirs, [ze bet you a crown, 
Ize talk with the beſt of London fine town. 


My Dobbin and I in zix days got zafe in, 


b; Tho tir'd and dirty I car'd not a pin; 


I reſted, refreſh'd, then boldly ſet out, 
TOs and bn Hun, 1 all about 
| | Yet, 


id 
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Yet, Tacks, many timer Ta like to have been 
down," © 


They puſh'dn me > about 10 in London fine town. 


Howe'er 1 went on, LF bebeld ! in my bl 


Many wonderful things, that were ſtrange, very 
ſtrange! = 
Yet, under the roſe, among many y things coed ; 
There be zome that by me are not quite under- 
ſtood : 


Zuch gaming! zuch wenching |-——TI am but a 


clown, * 


And theſe may be common in London fine 


town, 


At laſt I have finiſb d my fancy! 8 FL * 
The tumbler I've OG and the man on the 
| wire; 
The Harlequin to, all 20 1 = neat, 
And the zingers that are more than nightingales 
ſweet ; 


Zo Ize mount my old Dobbin and trot away 
down, 


And zend j ou ſome others——to zee London 
town, 
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8 HILE others aſk for wealth or ftate, 
| Think to be happy's to be great, 
And vainly ſwell with pride, | 
Give me, ye Gods ! | aſk no more, 
Of riches a ſufficient ſtore, 
T' enjoy my fire. ſide. 


Let temperance my butler wait, 
Prudence ſtand porter at my gate, 
With Charity ally'd; 
A friend to chat away an hour, 
To cheat old time's encreaſing pow'r, 
By a happy fire-fide. 


Let ſmiling Delia too be there, 
No friend ſo pleaſing as the fair, 
With tenderneſs tupply'd ; 
How ſweet, where no domeſtic ſtrife, . 
The faithful huſband, gentle wife, 
By a happy ſire · ſide. 


3 My offspring, if ſuch Heaven permit, 
In ſmiling innocence to ſit, 


My pleaſure and my pride; 


While 
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While in each infant's glowing face, . 
Their mother's ſweetneſs all I trace, 
By a happy fire-ſide, 


Let malice ſhoot her poiſon'd darts, 
While ſocial love entwines our hearts, 
| No ſlander ſhall divide; 
Thro' life Pl! teal without a ſigh, 
Our love ſhall every wiſh ſupply, 

By a bappy fire-ſide, 


s O N & v. 


Sung by Mr. Lows at Marybone Gardens. 


MONG alt te art which to- lend! 

purſue, 

Our ſureſt ſucceſs ſtill attends on what'snews, - 

"Tis novelty pleaſes alike one and all, | 

From the high to, the low, the great and. the. 
ſmall; 

To your ſervices bound, to your pleaſures Aill 
- true, 

We bumbly now offer you, ſomething that's 
new. 


Ga WS .- ] 
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To obtain this po point, tho' often we try, 
Our flower ureſt ſonnets ſoon languiſh and die: 
The ſoft arts of love, and the heroes due praiſe, 


Have long been worn out, and unfit for our lays, 
Ve.et ſtill as your pleaſure is all we've in view, 


What we offer at preſent, we hope will be new. 


Ye wits and ye ctiues, ye belles and ye beaux, F 
Ye lovers of wine, and ye lovers of cloaths; 

Ye lovers of women, of tattle, of wit. 

To each, and to all, our ſong is now writ ; 
To pleaſe all alike we endeavour to do, 

And that yow!l agree will be new, vory new. 


"When hg. wits ceaſe to cenſure the unthinking 


age, 
When critics in amd of the moderns eng 
When fops ceaſe admiring their dreſs their 


parts, 
When n. coaſe their ogling and angling for 


Wheirthe'topar bis bete halt to purſue, - 
ener e un ü e won Fnem 


v When gameters grow honeſt and quit cards and 
| dice, 
£ When prudes ſhall ceaſe calling of wenebing a 


vice, 
f © Us : | = When 
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When tattlers ſhall ceaſe at each other to rail, 
And truth, honeſt truth, ſhall o'er- a pre« 


\ vail 3 
' When all married folks, to each other are tina 
You will readily cry, this is new, very new. 


When the Jaugher ſhall eeaſe to be pleas'd with 
* a joak, 
When the e courage of bogus ſhall ceaſe to be 
ſmoak, 
When miſers forget their old hoards to encreals, © 
When party and rage, thro the nation ſhall ceaſe, 
When all this ſhall happen, I doubt not but you, 


Will trait clap your hands, and allow this is new. 


We 


OW happy a ſhepherd was I! _ 
My cot with contentment was bleſt, 

Ere, Delia ſweet maid paſſed by ! ; 

Ere Cupid, had wounded my breaſt, 

With the lark in the morning I roſe, 

My flock to attend all the day, 

At night, ahl how ſweet my repoſe : 


pro 
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But Delia, has ſtole it away, _ 0 101 | 


(- 46. ) 


How diſmal, alas I is the change 

I rumble and ſigh! all the night, 
How dull o'er the meadows I range, 

No proſpect can yield me delight. 
My pipe Fe thrown careleſs away, 
My ſongs I have almoſt forgot, 
Oh! Delia—l ſigh all the day, 

But Delia, alas! hears me not. 


The woodland, the meadow and grove, 
How oft has re-echo'd my ſong 3 

Wou'd Delia attend to my love, 
I'd fing to her all the day long: 

My pipe is eſteem'd by each ſwain, 
Alexis has ſpoke in its praiſe | 

With mirth it has oft fill'd the plain, 
Perhaps ſhe has heard of my lays ;—= 


But vainly I hope for ſuch bliſs, 
My fate is too lowly for her; 
Yet ſure ſhe can't take it amiſs, 
If my paſſion | ſtrive to prefer: 
Tho' humble—a ſhepherd l'm born— © 
Her goodneſs with that may diſpence, 
My lowlineis can't be her ſcorn, 


For Delia has candour and ſenſe, 4 


(4 ) 
Like others I never have rov'd, 
O Venus! attend to my prayer, 
The charmet, I ſaw and I Iod! 
O! make her as kind as ſhe's fair, 
Yet ah | if ſome happier ſwain, 
The nymph may have heard with delight; 
Ah! then I am doom'd to complain; | 
Ye ſhepherds, oh ! pity my plight. 


11] put off this ruſtic attire, 
And dreſs in my Sunday array, 
The ſwains oft my perſon admire, 
And call me young Colin the gay! 
"Tis a folly to ſigh and complain, 
Perhaps | may not be too late 
She may not have fix'd on a ſwain ; 


II go—and enquire my fate, 
$ 0 N G VII. 


OR Chloe long had Damon I 
And - "4 t, and ſwore, pray's, — 
. Nay, did the Lord knows what ! 
Inſenſible to all his pain, 
She boaſted that he wore her chain | 
And made it—common chat.— 4 


( a) 


What ere he did, what ere he ſpoke, 
She turn'd to ridicule and joke, 
| Or never gave him hearing: 

At length worn out, he left the chace, 
Swore he no more would ſee her face 
But what's a lover's ſwearing. ; 


The cunning nymph with female art 
Now play'd upon his yielding heart, 
And ſmil'd with apptobation: 
The ſimple gudgeon ſnap'd the bait, 
Eager again embrac'd his fate, 

And doats to admiration, . 


8 o. N 6 vur. 
| 8 by Mr. Dea at rohem Gardens. 


HEN firſt {imple Strephon perceiy'd chat 

W his heart, 

Was touch'd-by young Cupid's invincible dart, 

Tho' ury'd by his paſſion the nymph to purſue, 

His courage cov'd 1835 1. = to. 
1 Obſerving 


o — — 


2. 
- 


(49) 


Obſerving this freedom not taken amiſs, 

e ventur'd her lips to falute with a kiſs, | 

Then vow'd that ſuch pleaſure before he ne'er 
knew, + 

And kiſs'd her again, with * tudo; 


Grown bold with ſucceſs he ſoon beg'd of "i 
fair 

To take a walk with him—it matters not where, ; 

When ſome how or other, tis certainly true, 

He tickled her heart with a—bow dye do. 


Well pleas'd with the frolick they every day, 
Paſs their time in repeating the amorous play; 
But when he's too faint the ſoft ſport to renew, 
She archly will cry out—pray how dye do? 


Take the hint all ye youths who now ſuffer love's 


With — purſe if you'd gain the nymphs | 
heart, 

By ſighing and whining: you'll ne'er bring them 
; to, \ 1 "4 1 
Then briſkly advance with ah dye do. 


H SO 


(9 ) 
8 0 N 0 IX. 


T. lads and the laſſes all jocund were ſeen, 

With muſic and mirth round the pole on 
the green, 

The lambkins were ſporting all nature was gay, 

To welcome the kindly return of the May: 

Wben Doll, who was curs'd both with envy and 

55 

Her head, by old time, ſilver'd o'er with grey 

hairs, 

From the youths and thei ou fought retreat in 

- ithe vale, 

And thus p for any thing—rothr then fail, 


Ye powers hs ſavy me once blithſome and 
young, 

How graceful Ldanc'd and how ſweetly [ ſung, 

My:charms all ſubduing, each bard would re - 

. hearſe, 

Z  Mycheauty alone was the ſubje& of verſe ; 

Each youth, with a ſigh, would his pang un- 
fold, 0 


Tno' now they have left me grown ile and 


old; 
With the ears of —— attend to my tale, 
4 let me have any thing—rather than fail. 
How 


1 85. 5 


How ſilly was I in the days of my youth, 

My follies forgive, ſince I own them with truth, 
When lovers were plenty, I thought, to be ſure, 
I till might be certain of one in a ſcore ! "1 
But, ah ! as my charms, ſo their paſſions decay'd» 
And greatly fear I ſhall die an old maid; 
Oh! pity my caſe, let my pleading prevail, 

And ſend me but any thing—rather than fail. 


Ye virgins now gay in the ſpring of NA charms, 
Who, vainly coquetting, give many alarms, + 
Let prudence advice and take place of your pride, 
To one give your hand and become a chaſte bride 3 - 
The pleaſures of Hymen partake in your prime, 
And thus by your conduct anticipate tine, 
Leſt you all like poor Dolly grown ancient en | 
ale, 
. — for any thing—rathey _ fail. 


\ 


s O N x. 


T TEND now my mule; Ng 
A To the ſubject 1 "chaſe; ; 1 21 
A ſubject that none can explode. 
For the great and the ſmall, 12 00M 
Muſt approve one and all, TT 


The ſong that is taſte alamode, Ls 
. H. * __ bee 


((:52) ) 
* be the with of the age, 


4 12 ; With fury engage, 


In politicks dangerous road ; 
But the reaſon is plain, 


” "Entre nous tis their gain, 


Beſide, Sir, tis taſte alamode. 


3 e grace 
My Lord at the race, 


T bat this is abſurd is allow d, 


No matter for that, 


No matter, my ſong 


Where the belle and the beaux, 


9 M dear pretty miſs, 
d 5 : £5 Will you ?—fie, Sir, What kiſs ? 


His lordſhip cries pats 
You muſt own it is taſte alamode.. 


5 Will ye trip to the park, 
Mbere the wife meets her (park, 
While poor cornute at home's fafe beſtow'd ; 
O fye! this is wrong ; 
Shall ſet | it down taſte alamode, 
: 5 To Vaux hall will you go ? 


To ſee and be ſeen thicher crowd, 


a E Why kifling is taſte alamode ! 


(89: 


Ten ee SEED e * 
All be- lac d o'er with gold I 
Like Phaeton drive on the road: 
If you ſee in the news, 
He's a bankrupt— the muſe 
Declares th at is 1aſte alamode 


See yon critic whoſe rage, 
© Spares nor youth, ſex or age, 
Who deal in (Ong, ſatire or ode, 
Should the pedant damn mine, | 
I ſhall not repine, | 
Since rer is taſte . ; 


Now let each beau or wit, 
Wife, belle, lord, or cit, 


On whom I the verſe have beſtpw'd; 
Raiſe their voice to the praiſe, 
Of the bard and the Jays, 

Which are written in taſte alamode. 


s O N W 


PO Celia fell ſick and look'd onde | 
Which greatly alarm'd both her mammy and dad, 


| The 


tiny 


Tue cauſe of her illneſs no one could come nigh, 
For all _ ſhe ſaid, was alas! 1 ſhall dic. 


The doctor was ſent for, and came in all haſte, 
In deſperate caſes there's no time to waſte; 
He ſmelt of his cane, and he turn'd up his eye | 


Vet Celia ſaid doctor, alas I ſhall dic. 


He next felt her pulſe, cry'd, hem, and then, ha! 
And canvaſt in thought o'er the phyſical law, 
acelſus, or Galen, could not ſhew him why, 
A damſel ſo young ſhould complain ſhe ſhould 
die. 


Secur d of his fee he reſolv'd to preſcribe, 
The fee the chief end of the phyſical tribe, 
With his pills and his potions oblig'd to comply, 
She took—yet continued, alas ! I ſhall die, 


Briſk Damon, a youth of great natural ſkill, 
As ſoon as he heard that poor Celia was ill, 
With the wings of a lover unto her did fly, 
4 And whiſper d, my deareſt, my Celia ſhan't die. 


He preſs d, ſhe conſented, next day Sep were 
weed, 


And ber cheeks with their former ſweet bloom 
is o'er ſpread, 


The 


(3-2 
The pleaſures of Hymen relumine her eye, 
And Celia, thank God, is not likely to die. 


SON G XII. 


Ce coquettiſh and gay, 
On a time was Feprov 'd by her aunty!” 


Your virtue will ſurely give way, 
When ſo freely you treat a gallant. 


Your actions more narrowly ſcan, 
Conſider your fortune and name, 

Io be ſeen fo familiar with man, 

Lou lay yourſelf open to blame. | 


Dear, madam, I own you are wiſe, 
Thus pertly Clarinda reply'd, 
But really it gives me furpriſe 
To hear your fantaſtical pride. 


When youth deck'd your-cheeks with its v blow, | 
And nature was briſk in your veins, 


PII anſwer, like me, you'd preſume, 
To hear a * youth breath his pains. 


8 


Dut 


hs now like the fox as we're told, 
* * WhertattraQtion is not in your power, 
And nature the grapes does withold, 


Like Renard you ſwear they are ſower. 


Then ceaſe my dear madam in truth, 
Your prating will nothing avail, 
When time has once prey'd on my youth, 

Like you then, perhaps, I may rail. 


1 


Part the Second. 
r 
Mocu Abo ABOUT ' NOTHING. 


To a FRIEND. 


HE critics, who have long thought fit 
To rule o'er all the land of wit, 
Declare, when to a friend you're writing, 


All art is uſeleſs in inditing ; 

Familiarly the verſe ſhould flow, 

Like converſation—ſo and ſo. 

That friendſhip ſets all forms apart, 

And ſpeaks immediate from the heart. 


My Lords, the critics, here are right, 1 
Their power I cannot, dare not ſli ght: 
Vet lowly to their worſhips bending, 
(T hope in this I'm not offending) ) 's 
Twou'd well become thoſe gentlemeny,.., 
To 3 a little ſpeciinen ; 


* 3 . 
\ * 


(, 58) 
For vague and undertermin'd yet 

Is all that they have ſaid, or writ; 

And moſt who've ftrove have fail'd to pleaſe, 
In you fame way—to write with eaſe. 


But ſtop, my friend,” I hear you ſay, 
« What is all this to me, 1 pray ? 
To me, what are the critics laws, | 
Their nods, their winks, their hums and haws 
Their ſcraps from authors, Greek or Latin ; 
Or their dry jokes that come ſo pat in? 
Purſue your tale, 1 wait the end,” 
I will——but pray have patience, friend, 
Conceit, you know, ſtill waits on youth; 
I thought (you'll find I ſpeak the truth) 
Like Lloy'd, Prior, Moore, or Gay, 
To write in the familiar way 
To lead the muſe now here now there, 
Correct the mind and pleaſe the ear; 
And happy, make the keeneſt ſatire, - 
More pleaſant than the belt good nature, 
But ſoon I found my pow'rs unfit, 
Too weak, too impotent my wit : . 
Yet with my verſe don't bear too hard on, 
I own my fault, and beg your pardon : 


So altering my poetic ſcheme 


I now preſent you with a dream. 


t 59 ) 
A dream the devil well, adieu, 

Queen r cw been with vou. 
Such nonſenſe! I can never bear it! 
Howe'er go on—for once, III hear it: 

Yet if again you raiſe my ire, 

Ill thruſt your verſes in the fire. 

Dear Sir, believe me, now indeed , 
I'll be FER and proceed, | 


What time the plodding ſons of care, 

Full gorg 'd with liquor, home repair: 

What time the bucks and bloods are gay, 

And o er the bowl drive care away: 

In ſhort, twas twelve with ſolemn ſound 

The watchman, hoarſe convey'd it round, 

Then Morpheus, with his leaden rod, 

Firſt made-me wink, then made me nod 

At length I bid adieu to care, 

And ſnor'd away in elbow chair. 

Now fancy took me by the. hand 

Thro' all the extent of fairy land, 

Thickets, woods, groves and cooling bowers, 

Oieer lawos, enamell'd all with flowers; 
Whoſe odour, and whoſe lovely hue, 
Reviv'd the ſenſe, and pleas'd the view, 
At length a manſion firm and bright, 
With high rais'd turrets, truck my ſight; | 

76" With 


(60 ) 
With many a mead and many a lawn, 
Where gambol'd many a kid and fawn ; 
Meand ring rivers curl'd it round, 
And verdure deck'd the ſmiling ground. 


one thus my guide That ſtructure 
8 

With all its worth, calls you its heir; 

Ten thouſand pounds it brings ©* per Ann. 

And I your ſteward—happy man!“ 

 Methought I now look'd wond'rous big, 

Had got a full-trim'd ſuit and wig ; 

And ſtrutted, tho with modeſt joy, 

Almoſt as much as Dal——y. 


This Fortune got, I caſt about, 

To think how I ſhould lay it out: 
Delia, ſweet maid, came firſt to thought! 
TI! treat her beauties as they ought : 
This ſplendour ſure her mind will fix; 
II give her firſt a coach and fix: 
For jointure, or for what ſhe will, 
PI give her all Parnaſſus hill. 
My father too ſhall leave off work, 
And live as grand as any Turk; | 
My brothers, ſiſters, friends ſhall ſhare it 3 
And live on veniſon and claret, ' 
. .And all the world around ſhall know it, 


| This I have got by turning poet: 
; Tho 8 


( 6r 


IB Iv been often blam'd as wrong, 


For loſing time to write a ſong. 


Juſt at this critical event, 
With ſo much riches, ſo content, 
My foot went bounce againſt the door, 
And I wak'd ſprawling on the floor: 
My caſtle all, ſo grand and fair, 
Evaporated into air; 
And I, alas! tho' moſt unwilling, 
Found in my pockets—not a ſhilling. 


F 11 


The Coquer and Tins. 


To a Lapy. 


ADAM, to you, this tale 1 ſend, 
Fear not a ſatire from a friend, 

Nor deem it inſult, if the muſe 

The female's little ſlips purſues; 

I ſcorn a thought ſo mean and baſe,  * 

As to offend the lovely race, 

In your dear ſex a charm we find, 
To lull the tempeſts in the mind; 
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1 
To baniſh. ev'ry gloomy care, 
Corroſive paſſions, palid fear, 
| Make ev'ry hour with pleaſure roll, 
And tune with harmony the ſoul ; 
For tbis the friendly muſe would ſhew 
The fatal cauſe of others woe, 
Where dangers lurk the paths to clear, 
And by example -- warn the fair. 


Clari was bleſt with ev 'ry grace 
That dignifies the ſofter race, 
Not merely with a face that's fair, 
But juſt proportion, figure, air, 
Each pleaſing, ſoft attractive charm, 
That can the human breaſt alarm. 


Ye fair, of blooming charms poſſeſt. 
Where beauty's image ſhines confeſt, 
Reflect how tranſtent is the boaſt, 
The flower of a day at moſt, 


The roſe, all beauteous to the eye, 
Muſt ſhed its ſweets, and quickly die i 
The lilly fragrant, fair and tall, 


Alike muſt fade, alike muſt fall; 


The circling year ſhall theſe renew, 
Reſtore their fragrance and their hue, 


. 


. F 
# 89 
4 88 8 
r * 
vX 2 
N * 
4 * = 
* 8 
K 9 


4 14 16 E G dy \ w = 4 
a r : 9 4 = + dat 3 
2 = 
\ . 1 ”. £ 1 * => s 
1 * _ , \ * 19 
— 7 a? «> * 
* 
- * Y g q 
+ # - ME 
* 

. , * 


aut tho' your blooming cheeks diſcloſe, 
The lilly and the bluſhing roſe, 
When, by the hand of time ſubdu'd, - 

Shall never riſe like them, renew'd. 


The beaux beheld-Clarinda's eyes, 
And mark'd her dawning beauties rife, 
The wjts began in tuneful lays, 

To circulate the fair one's praiſe. 


Charming Clarinda, fair and young, 
Was long the burthen of each ſong, 
The roſes hue her cheeks bedeck, 

The lillies white o'erſpread her neck, 
Arabia's gale was in her breath, 
Her eyes ſhot flaming darts of death. 


O vanity ! thou raging peſt, 

Curſt canker to the female breaſt, 

To you it is Clarinda owes | 

Her various ills, her various woes ; | 
( Their flatt ring tales her mind poſſeſt, 

Her glaſs and maid compleat the reſt, 

She takes the praiſe beſtow'd as debt, 

And iſſues fort a pert coquet. 


Where'er 
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( 64 ) 


W here'er ſhe went, the park, the play, 

| Freſh ſuitors crowded ev'ry day; 

The fop, and man of ſenſe, ſhe heard, 
But none was to her charms preferr'd ; 

For ſelf conceit her conſtant gueſt, 

The ſole adviſer of her breaſt, 

Her paſſions friend now brought its A. 
And thus addreſt the ſimple maid : 


Could Heaven ſuch charms as thine beſtow, 
To bleſs ſome paultry *ſquire? no; 
A lord, a duke, perhaps a king, 
Pomp and magnificence ſhall bring, 
Ermine and equipage, and ſtate, 
While ſlaves obſequious on me wait. 


Thus long ſhe reign'd a giddy thing, 
| The toaſt and rival of the ring; 


At length her beauty ran its date, 
Who can reſiſt the will of fate? 


© Ofercaſt the fatal morn appear'd, 
Her paroquet was ſcreaming heard, 


Her 


Cu) 

Fer favo'rite Chloe howl'd, and all 
Gave omen of her beauty's fall; 
Unheeding this, on play intent, 
To young Cardilla's out the went, 
Her rivals fooh petceiv'd the change, 
The witling ſnear'd---ſhe thought it ſtrange; 
The laugh goes round, ſhe calls her chair, | 
And home precipitates the fair: 
When to her mirror ſtrait ſhe flies, 

And, views, alas! with great Wehe 
Her deep ſunk eyes, her wrinkled face, 
And all the cauſe of her diſgrace. 

Ohl cruel fate; /aloud:ſhe callsy + 
Then fainting, on her ſettee falls. 
While thus th' afflicted fair one lay, 
The God, whoſe power all things obey, 
With downy feet came ſwiftly on, 
And to his victim thus begun: | 


Ceaſe, ctaſe your testa, you weep in vain, 
Grief can't renew your charms again; 
Did you too credulous. belle xe m 4 
Thoſe charms cou'd ſwift-pac'd time dectne 4 
Ah! fooliſh hope, deluded mad. : 
'Tis but a debt to me you've paid. 2 * 
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Implicit all things 1 u obey, 
And own my univerſal ſway, 

1 the ſtatelieſt fabric down, 
F'en kings to me ſubmit their crown z 
rg medal and the heroe's buſt, 
By me are crumbled into duſt ; 
Ev'n he who takes each mortal's breath, 
Shall fall by me, I conquer death. 
And ſhall vain beauty's gaudy flow'r, 
Above the reſt eſcape my power ? 


ve nymphs now in your beauty's prime, 
Regard the lay, remember time. 


= — 


F A B L. E III. 
1 2 n mae e 
The Drarn of Gxxxus. 25 


ROM top cleric, 1 
| Genius was in 'a ſad condition ; IT 
P E. 
=” Sd err hin alive tend te | 
Tod repreſent a needy wit. 
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Diſtreſſes now, of every kind, 
Had harraſs d and fatigu d bis mind 
In ſuch a manner, that een health 
Became as diſtant too as wealth; he 
Half-ftarv'd, and ill, he could not bear i it, 
But ſought repoſe in lonely garret,” 
When folks are ſick, tis nothing new, 
To expect our friends, with how d'ye do? 
Some come thro' pride and oſtentation, 
And ſome, for ſake of mere vexation, 
Shrug up their ſhoulders, cry, tis pity, 
Thiak to inſult is to de wings 


Poor Genius now lay very ill, 
Without or doctor, nurſe or pill; . 
When, lo ! the door wide open flew, 
A meagre form came full to view, 

\ With filver beard and wrinkled face, 
With ſolemn, yet with haſty pace; | | 
And Genius knew by his complexion, —AY 
This was that ſage yclep'd Reflection, 4 
Struck with the ſight, a thouſand things, 4 
(Since firſt he left his leading-ftrings) 
Ruſh'd all at once upon his mind, 
And drove all peace a mile behind. 


The next, a liſping ambling dame 
Came in, and Fully GT 
2 


68) 
And inſtantly ſhe ſought the bed, 
Where Genius laid his aching head, 
And whiſper'd ſomething in his ear, 
Which ſerv'd but to augment his care; 
Then, with a kiſs, ſhe ſigh'd and cry'd, 
You ſurely can't forget your bride? | 


Another now, with loud horſe-grin, 
Came without ceremony in. 
Miſs Fortune this—who thus : 
My charming youth ! my deareſt man 
Tho' Folly I muſt on your wife, 
And has a legal right for = 
Yet ſurely Genius can't fo 
How much he's in Miſs F Wo s debt. 
When every friend had left your ſide, 
And even Folly, tho” your bride, 
Yet I, you know was ever near, . ( 
To tooth your woe, and baniſh care: 
Then give me no unkind reply, 
With ”_ I've liv'd, with you I'll die. 


| Now KY or worſe than mad, he rav'd, 
And every power divine he brav'd ; 

When lo! another meagre ſhade, 

Like ſome poor antiquated maid, 
Advanc'd—Behold me here, 


wh friend to all! then baniſh ft. 


Pos ( & ) 
My name is Hope: have patience then, 
And all will ſoon be right again! 
Yet patience liv'd tilt Hope was fled, 
And left poor Genius almoſt dead, 
When Death, the only friend he had, 
Thinking his caſe extremely bad, 
Came on, and with a well-aim'd dart, 
Struck him at once quite thro' the heart. 
Miſs Fortune, Folly, left his fide, 
And Genius ina garret dy c. 


FABLE lv. 
The ComPLamnT of NaToe. 


( ALL'D by the muſe the other day, 
By Fancy's aid I took my way 
To that fam'd hill, which bards of old 
Have in their works ſo much extoll'd ; 
Where flows the cleat Pierian ſpring, 
Where oft the tuneful ſiſters ſing, 
Where Phebus lord in chief commands 
O'er all the wide poetic lands; 
A palace by his fiat rais d. L 
hoſe beauty never can be prais'd 
Zy mortal breath :—not all the rhyme ' 
Produc'd by ever- fertile time, 


Can 


| (7) 
Can paint its worth :—deſcription fails, 
And my poor verſe the leaſt prevails. 
Ten thouſand ſervants wait his call, 
Within the-vaſt capacious hall ; 
Their liveries charming to the view, 
Their colours of the rainbow's hue, 

At certain ſeaſons here he ſits, 
Determining the cauſe of wits, 
Hears their petitions, weighs each claim, 
And makes his patents out for fame, 


Here, with his 3 of ſtate, 


le fat conſpicuous in debate. 


Dame Nature had a plaint preferr'd, 
A plaint inſiſted to be heard; 
She thus began :—In days of yore 


To Hermes | adaughter bore, 


. Whoſe name was 74e —a blooming fair | 
And educated with that care, 

Which parents, who their children love, 

Still try each talent to improve, 

Twas her's to read each work of wit, 

And ſtamp the currency of it; 

"Twas her's to view each work of art, 
And juſt proportion every part: | 

Hence excellence in Science ſprung, 


Hence painters ſhone, hence poets ſung ; 


a 


(7 ) 


| 'Tho' Nature firſt inſpir'd the thought, 


"Twas her's to poliſh as it ought; 
From age to age her virtues ſhone, 
And Tafte and Nature were as one. 
It happen'd on a luckleſs day, 
That from my fide ſhe went aſtray; 


' Induc'd by folly or by pride, 


Became to Novelty a bride ; 

To his deſires refign'd her charms, 
And Joſt her power in his arms. 
Now Novelty exerts his parts, 


Pretends acquaintance with the arts; 
 Inftead of pathos and ſublime, 


Soft flow'ry words and tuneful rhyme A 9156.4 | 2A 


Supply their place, and glide along 
Like ſome Italian eunuch's ſong : 


The ears delighted with the ſtrains, 


But, ah | the heart untouch'd remains; 


And every art alike is ſpoil'd 

B y this bad conduct of my child, 
For which I caft her off, and ſwear, 
My fondneſs ſhe no more ſhall ſhare; 
And this complaint is with intent 


To have ſome further puniſhment, 
Which. you will own is juſtly due; 


A trait'reſs ſhe to me and you; WEEDS: 9s 
EEE Now 
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Now let Apollo weighmy ny 
And ſet her puniſhment at large. 


The god now riſing from his chrone 
Reply d: your charge is juſt I own: 


Mark my decree in time ſhall riſe 


A ſet of men in ſcience wiſe, 
Wbo ſhall with truth and juſtice ſcan, 
The publiſh'd works of every man: 


Where merit fair ſtands forth to view, 


There pour the praiſe to merit due; 
Where folly fills the trifling page, 


There pour the ſhafts of noble rage: : 8 3 


All ſhall await the applauding nod. 
And tremble at the critics rod, 


Sir Novelty give up his reign, 
And Tafte return to you again; 


Each art revive—the muſes ſmile, 


And Britain be their fav'cite iſle. 


* 
9 * © 18 
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. "The Di$conNTEUTED Man 4 tbe 


ANGEL. 


HAT is this world, Avarus cried, 
But noiſe and nonſenſe, pomp and 

pride? "240 3 

Search all the univerſe around, 

No perfect goodneſs can be found ; 

Sorrow, and indigence and pain, 

On earth have fix'd their laſting reign, 

The bad man thrives, the goad declines, 

Beſet with poverty he pines. 

Palſy'd with age, the rev'rend head, 

Is number'd but as one that's dead: 

While ſtriplings, who but juſt can crawl, 

Their fires puſh rudely fram the wall; 

And every fool, and every knave, 

Conceited, hiſs them to the grave. 


The Orb that brightens up the ſkies, 
Prolific ſhines on fops and flies, 
Endues the noxious toad with breath, 
And rears the plant whoſe juice is death. 


"The moon, pale regent of the night, 
But ſheds around her N light, 


| (74) 
While villains, who abſcond the day, 
Vninterrupted rob and ſlay, | 


With various ills Creation teems, 
"The hills, the dales, the woods, the ſtreams. 


Th' eternal cauſe of blood and ſtrife, 

The chiefeſt curſe embitt'ring life, 
Gold, baneful ore, the hills contain, 

And ſerpents lurk upon the plain; 

Tigers and wolves infeſt the woods, 

And ſharks and crocodiles the floods ; 

Devouring locuſts fill the air, 

To ſpoil the harveſt of the year; 

How wretched is this earthly ſtate ! 
How partial is the will of fate 


As diſcontented thus he rav'd, 
And Heav'n's eternal juſtice brav'd; 
Commiſſion'd from immortal Jove, 
His real ſentiments to prove, 

An Angel came“ Thy murm'ring ceaſe, 
Entring, he cry'd—TI bring thee peace. 
He to whom ev'ry heart is known, 
Has ſent to claim thee for his own 
Fly this terrene, without delay, 

To regions of a purer day, 


Whence 


| 3 ) | 
Whence ſprings the living fount of joy 
Eternal, and without alloy ! 
Where peace expands her downy wings 


And choiriſters celeſtial ſing.” 


As when (permit the mile! 
Beneath a lofty branching tree, 
From ſummer ſuns a pleaſing ſhade, 
Some ſhepherd at his eaſe is laid, hg 
Sudden dark clouds obſcure the ſkies, 2 
The thunder rolls, the lightning flies; 
The tree falls blaſted on the plain, 
The ſtroke but juſt eſcapes the ſwain, 
Who ſtarting, with uplifted hands, 
And frantic looks, confounded ſtands; 
So ſtood the mortal all confeſt, 
Before his Heav'n deſcended gueſt ; 

A pallid hue o'erſpread his face, 

His pulſe forgot its uſual pace; 

His trembling joints together ſmite, 
And all is horror and affright. 


With faultring voice, and downcaſt eyes,. 
At length th aftoniſh'd wretch replies; 


« The Power whofe Delegate you are, 
My heart for ever muſt revere; Fo FOB 
L2 Yet, 
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Yet, oh! my bright ſeraphic friend, 
His kindneſs for awhile ſuſpend, 
While in this vale of tears below, 
This thorny journey all muſt go, 
To vex the mind ſtrange paſſions riſe, 
- Deform'd, unfit to meet the ſkies ; 
Dull buſineſs takes away our guard, 
At preſent I am unprepard; 
A little ſpace allow my ſtay, 

And call again another day.“ 


With thundring voice, and alter'd look, 
Juſtly enrag d, the Angel ſpoke: _ 


_ < Equivocating worm forbear 

To murmur at thy ſtation here 

Here center'd, all your wiſhes tend, 
Their ultimate deſign and end, 
Earth-bound, no longer brave the ſkies 
With nonſenſe and abſurditiesz 
Call Heav'n partial and ſevete, 
Vet hope to ftay forever here; 
 Subdue thy pride, and learn from me, 
What Jove has kindly done for thee. 


From chaos and the realms of night, 
Without diſtinction, formy or light, 


His 


| | 77 * SR 
His voice produc'd this fertile earth, 


And gave each plant and ſeaſon birth: | 


To finiſh and to crown the whole, 
Endow'd with an immortal ſoul, 
With ſenſe and reaſon to his aid, 

In form majeſtic man was made, 
From earth, obedient to his call 
He roſe conſpicious Lord of all. 


Yet not for ever here his ſtay, 
This body form'd of mortal clay, 
As earth muſt have in earthly grave, 
The ſoul return to him who gave, 
There dwell with fpirits ever bleſt, 


In realms of joy, and love, and reſt, 


Yet in this tranſitory reign 
Man is diſſatisfy'd in vain, 
Made for his uſe, behold ariſe 
Yon Orb that gilds the orient ſkies, 
The ſun :—How gloriouſiy compleat ! 
Affording light, affording heat; 
Yet by the earth revolving courſe, 
When other worlds receive it's force, 
Reflected, an inferior light, 
The moon returns her aid by night, 
Dun darkneſs flies from off the plain, 


' Chas'd by her beams, and ftarry train. a 
— 


3 
Immenſe ! his bounties who can tell, 
To pleaſe ſight, hearing, taſte and ſmell; 
The pine-top'd mountain, humble hill, 
The woodland, dale, and purling till; 
The choral birds ſalute the ear, | 
The playful flocks around appear, 

And flowers of a thouſand hues 

Their aromatic ſweets diffuſe. 

Obedient to his dread command 

The clouds drop fatneſs on the land, 

The earth, the ocean, and the air, 
Teem by his vegetative care; 

His vital breath produc'd the ſpring, 

Bids hills rejoice, and valleys ſing. 


* 'The ſeaſons at his will prevail, 
Refreſhing ſhower, or fanning gale, 
Producing from the appointed ſoil, 


For thankleſs man, corn, wine and oil. 
Theſe are his works—if underſtood, 
Supremely great! ſupremely good 
Whate'er ſprings from the teeming earth, 
Or by the genial ſun call'd forth, 

In nature have their proper uſe, 
Perverted only by abuſe. . | 

The ſerpent, toad, or crocodile, 

With all the ſpawa of flimy Nile, x 
Arn | à ve 
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Have ſtill their proper ſphere aſſign d, 
Are good according to their kind, 


The baleful plants, thy reaſon knows, 
Are fatal drugs, are fatal foes : 
Yet reaſon bids thee ſhun the ill, 
To taſte is in thy fickle will: 
In ſome degree, their virtue's great, 
Protracting, not producing fate. 


So the fair vine, whoſe ſprightly juice 
Enlivens by a proper uſe, 
Becomes, by taking more, we find, 
A maddning poifon to the mind. 
If the good man the bad oppreſs, 
His goodneſs ſtill is ne'er the leſs ; 
The bad, as bad, will Jove regard, 
And virtue find its own reward. 


This known, thy murmuring give o'er, 
Arraign the will of Fate nc more. 
With prayer and penitence attone | 
Thy crimes---and let the world alone. 
Confeſs, unworthy as thou art, 
That Jove in all has done his part, 
Walk humbly, and as well do thine, 
Or juſtly dread his wrath divine. 


He -- 


( ® ) 


. He aid—and inſtant from the fight 
Sprang upward to the realms of light. 


F AB: 46: VE, 
The FolL-STONE and the Diamonp. 


OW many fops in gay attire, 

The Foe. I e ſtill aaumire, 
With ſuperficial florid phraſe. 
Tortering plain ſenſe a thouſand ways; 
While ſelf conceit each word ſupplies, 
And folly thinks them wonderous wiſe ; 
Let real merit come in view, 
Conſpicuous to the knowing few, 


The poorly clad, the coxcomb kind, 
Shall fly like chaff before the wind, 


-Their trim conceits and vague diſcourſe, 
Muſt yield to Truth's energic force, 
And every vain conceited elf, 

Become a victim to himſelf. 


To prove what's here aſſerted true, 
Pert Clodio 1 appeal to you ; 
To you, whoſe boſom does contain, 
The quinteſcence of all that's yain ; . 
F ad Thy 


FR. 
Thy name at preſent ſwells my Page, 


The Foil. tone of this critic age, 
Awhile be filent—if you're able, 


And for amuſement—read the fable. 


Within a toyman 8 ſhop at night, 
Reſplendent by the taper's light, 


A Fail. ſtone hung to make a ſhew, 

As glittering things attract the view ; 
Pleas'd with the wide ſurrounding blaze, 
It thus began itſelf to praiſe. 


Of all the gems that deck the fair, 
What jewel can with me compare ; 
The garnet red, the ſapphire blue, 
Or others of whatever hue, 
Some. folks may prize and think them fine, 
But what's their worth compar'd to mine ? 


What are thoſe lights that blaze on high, 5 


But glittering Fail: -flanes of the ſky ? 
Order'd by Jove, that glorious place, _ 
The earth to light, the ſ&y to grace; 
Fix'd on Clarinda's breaft my rays, 
Would rob her of her wonted praile ; 
Her eyes that made the world adore, 
Was I but near, would ſhine no more; 


4 
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| Where metit once to ſtand the teft,, 
Superior I ſhould be confeſt, 
— UnequalP'd I ſhould rule alone, 
As this poor Taper to the ſun ; 
Their beauties all muſt fade away, 
And I reign monarch of the day. 


The taper's ray no more deride, 
A Diamond that o'er heard, reply'd, 
"Tis to his power alone you owe, 
Your preſent ſuperficial glow ; 
Some fatal hand remove the light, 
Adieu! thy glory ſets in night. 


But I, deep hid within the "mY 
By nature's hand was form'd to ſhine ; 
While thou poor compound, fram'd by art, 
In natare have not any part, 

The product of ſome foplings brain 
To imitate my gtow—in vain. | 
By all true Judges thou'rt deſpis'd, 
By fops and fools alone art priz'd ; 
And this thy chiefeſt value known, 
To deck ſome vagrant actors crown 
This evideatly all may fee, 

And thou were chriftewd Pail to me. 


Silent 


(83 
Silent thou hadſt not ſuffer d blame, 
Fools by their prating euuſe their ame. 


A $ ON G. 
HILE amorous Tom in Baur 228 


's praiſe, 
Holds forth in tender, Jaye-fick lays, - 
Fack ſcarcely ever holds his tongue, | 
But will to Bacchus raiſe the ſong; 

While Dick for momus chaunts aloud, 


Whoſe humaur charms the liſtning croud. | 
. U. | 

With which of theſe ſhall you and I, 

With which of theſe toy friend eomply ? 

Beauty muſt ſurely claita our lh, 
Yet Bacchus will dave equal praife, ' ' 
And menus too >==then fide with neither, 
But freely goaft them at togetner. 


A CATCH' FOR FOUR. 


| friend Tom or you'll not 
S 


Come * my by fend — 1 and arire away 


Come Di Dick, pr'ythee circle the bumper about, 
3 — bottle is out. 1 * 


("WF 
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EAR. SIR, It happen'd on a time 
Hard fate I caught the itch of chime, 

And treating with too much neglect, 5 
Now late I rue the dire effect, 
Which over grown for want of care, 
Diſtracts my mind beyond compare; 
And cloſe — ſill we find, 
Between the body and 1 mind. 


' For W the body's yext,  * 7 
With ſame ſtrange malady perplext, | 
The mind immediate takes a ſhare, 

Alternate rent with grief and care: 

And verſa when the mind declines, 

With love, or ſour misfortune pines, 

The body's vigdur then decreaſes; 

And now I hope I've prov'd my theſis, 


But what's all this {you'll ſay, to me) 
Whoſe mind and body both agree 
Whole fortune i is, thank Heaven, fuch 
Not poorly low, nor yet too much, 
Beneath the. envy of the great, | | 
Let far above a ſervile fate: > 
it 
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With uſeſul arts I ſpend my time, 
A Lover tho no flave to rhime. 


Alas ! dear B-— that's the caſe, 

All void of reaſon as of grace; 

« As yet a youth no fool to fame, 

Not dreaming of a poet's name, - 

I lifp'd in verſe—my friends approv'd, 
And what they prais'd too ſoon I lov'd.” _ 
Hence ſprings my grief: with care I trac'd 
Thoſe poets by the muſes grac'd, 
With all their ſmiles ;—and idly vain, 

A ſlave at diſtance in their train 
Neglected bus'neſs, void of . 
Cameleon like to feed on air. 


I trac'd the fields, ths groves, and bowers, 


. Made noſegays of poetic flowers ; 
Yet better for myſelf the treat, "0 4 
Had I made noſegays in the ſtreet; 
For then each paſſing Beau and Belle 
Would know my Poſies made to ſell: 
And from their bounteous hand 1 might, 
Perhaps, have got a dinner by't: 
Yet I had other views confeſt 


Within this caſtle building breaſmn. 


4 2 
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By Fancy's aid I mount the wing. 


And leave this droſſy world behind: 
There piQtur'd to the mental eye, 
Strange lands, and manners I deſery. 


' 8 © 
A plenteous harveſt too was ſhewn, 
The crop in time to de my own. 
Yet this eſtate I never found 
_ Exift, but on poetic ans. 


Now ſprung with m of 
The pictur'd front, yer my hope of fm, 
And fancy with a Syren ſmile, 
Could ſtill my fooliſh heart beguile; 
Till the blown bubble ſeeming fair, 
By ſome rude touch diſſolv d in air. 


. So fares it with the chimic blade, 
Who thinks gold may, by art, be made: 
And ere 6/646)» + 
Continues to deceive himſelf, - 
With every care the fire is made, 
The egg in proper order laid 
Impatience, flow-pac'd me derides— 
How heavy every moment glides / 
Worn out with care he ſcarce ſurvives, 
When lo! the happy day arrives; 120 
When oh — 22 — ui 
And all is loſt in fame and duſt. | 
His care, his art, are all in vain, 
His Foly known is all his gain. 


1 6% % 


verſes on the Death of the late 
Mr. 8 
HEN m 1000 to fate, 
W —— yielding, his . 
What pomp muſt his burial await! - 
What ſplendor muſt nod o'er his wh Ly 
Fond faſhion in ſable diſguiſe, 
Muſt ſeem to lament o'er bis bier, 


And the nation put on when he dies, 
Political black for a year. 


IT, 
His virtues in life, time 3 
Muſt ſtand to the reader confeſt, 
And the chiſſel endenting the ſtone, 
Proclaim- what he never poſſeſſ:; 
How ſilly, how vain this parade, 
Such vanity all muſt deplore, 


Fhe marble by time is decay'd, 
And the monarch is thought on no more. 


III. 
Departed in life*s humble vale, 
How diff rent is Corydon's lot, 
His virtues o'er time ſhall prevail, 
And live when e'en-kiegs are forgot. 


688 ) 
1 he ſhepherds who dwell on the plain, 
Shall his fame to their children prolong, 
And ſigh ! when reahearſing the ſtrain, 
This once was poor Corydon's ſong. . 


IV. 


1 hen how iolemn the ſage ſhall repeat, 
How ſilent the youths all attend, 
Y on houſe was his pleaſant retreat, 
With truth his companion and friend ; 
What goodneſs ſtill glow'd in his breaſt ? 
His loſs to the plains, what a grief! 
I here the ſtranger was welcome to reſt, 
And the poor found a conſtant relief. 


V. 


Yon groves were his planting and care, 


Where nature and art both unite, 
The muſe oft attended him there 
The muſe that oft gave us delight; 
How charming his paſtoral reed, 
What taſte and.ſimplicity join d, 
H is ſongs were the ſweeteſt agreed, 


And forever they'll dwell in ay mind. 


VI. 
Ye ſhepherds who honour his lays, 
Forgive me this'poor artleſs verſe ; 
Believe me I ſeek not for praiſe, ? 


But ſorrowing follow his hearſe: 


3, TW 39 
Yet why ſhould ſuch griefbe expreſs'd; 
How idle how vain is our woe; 


Immortal, he dwells with the bleſs'd, 
Eternal his fame is below. 


An EpISTIE to a Lapy in the 
Country. 


OW has rough winter reaſſum'd his reign, 
And fogs and froſt alike infeſt the plain; 

Each tree has loſt the verdant hue of ſpring ; 

To charm the ear no more the warblers ſing ; 

No more the diſtant hills with flocks are white, 

No nymphs and ſwains now gambol to the ſight: 

The ſhepherd keeps his flocks within the fold, 

Then ſeeks his ſtraw-thatch'd cot ſecure from 

cold; 
Cloſe to the blazing hearth he ſits him down, 


And quafis his jug. each anxious thought to 
drown; 


While wife and ragged brats fill up the ſpace, 
Pale want and penury ſtaring in each face: 


Say, can my Delia like ſuch ſcenes as theſe? 
Sure cold and poverty can never pleaſe ! 


Haſte 
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Haſte then to town, and leave thoſe ſcenes, my 
n 
Haſte, and the town's ſill varying pleaſure 


8 


ſhare; 
The ftage ſhall bid a Fe proſpects riſe, 
And artificial ſpring ſalute thy eyes. 


Perhaps your heart, ſuſceptable of woe, 
Likes the ſoft ſcenes of Southern, Otway, Rows ; 
Haſte, and enjoy that heaven-like pleaſure here; 
Powell ſhall draw the ſympathetic tear : 

By riſing ſighs thy paſſions will be ſhewn, 

Thy boſom heave with ſorrows not its own. 
Then to aſſwage the too ſtrong tide of grief, 
The comic muſe ſteps in to your relief; 

Ling, Wardward, Garrith, all their powers exert, 
And ſpleen, or dull-bred care, away divert. 
Fancy her art ſhall ſhew in pantomime, 

And ell alike conſent to kill old time. 


Come then, my Delia, leave the ruſtic throng ; 
Come and bring love and tenderneſs along: 
Oh! haſte, my love, I long to view thy charms, 
] long to fold thy beautics in my arms; 
To gaze with rapture, while my ſighs explain 
My heart felt paſſion, and my pleaſing pain, 


x _— 
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Ah! Delia, come, and eaſe my tortur'd mind, 
Nor ſhare the folly wedded to thy kind ; 
Inconſtant Woman is a proverb grown, 
And vaſt examples make that folly known: 
Oh! let me not compare you with the reſt, 
But come at once, and eaſe my anxious breaſt : 
Come, and by one great act your conduct prove, 
And ſhew that Wo Ax can be true, in loye. 


Alas! I rave! ——1 ſhould thy worth defend, 
For thou haſt been my guardian, wife, and friend; 
Some other motive keeps thee from my ſight ; 
Some good, for goodneſs-ftill was thy delight: 
To cloath the naked, or to feed the poor, 

To keep the tyrant landlord from the door; 
Fo ſoften miſery, to ſeek the bed . 
Where age, or ſickneſs, lays the aching bead 
To palliate each diſtreſs, and every Woo, 
And trace the path to heayen ere you Ws 


If this emplays you, I muſt not repine, 
But curb my paſſion and my ſuit decline: 
Yet, midſt thy charities remember me, 
Think how I languiſh thy dear form to ſee ; 
Think on my lonely night, my lonely day : 
All pleaſure's taſteleſs while thou art away. 


N 2: Then 
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| And bring thy love, that cordial for deſpair, | 
S O N G. 
| 9 . + 
O love, and be.loy'd, how tranſporting the 
: bliſs, : 
To give, and receive, the ſoft conjugal kiſs ; 


To ſee a young race of ſweet prattlers around, 
Is a pleaſure ſuperior to all can be found. 


Let Jibertines rail at the joys they ne'er know, 
Such joys as from rambling can ſure never flow 3 
A bottle and Thais may pleaſe for a night, 

But wedlock affords never fading delight. 


Tho? cenſure may ſeem to have room for its rage, 
In this money-job, ſcandalous, match-making 
. -pole, { : Rt) 

As chapmen at Smithfield buy horſes and cows- 
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Yet calthly conſider true love as the ſource; 

And wedlock will ſurely be happy of courſe ; 


Yet a competent fortune will certainly pleaſe, 
For life is ſcarce life unleſs paſs d thro? with caſe, 


%” 6 


Tis prudent, I own, ere you marry, to ſee 
If your means will ſupport a wife eaſy and free ; 
For cavils in wedlock will riſe to be ſure, 

When induſtry can't 1 the wolf from the 


. 


But when fortune and love both together 
combine, 
And beauty and ſenſe too as mutually join 
Let them rail on who will, 1 am certain of this, 


That wedlock ſo plann'd, is the height of all, 


; % 


yoorn 1 to Flora, your 4 + 

ore, 

You're witty, you're pretty, you're pleaſing all 
o'er, TE) 


9) 
Your "i are like rubies, ou cheeks like the 
roſe, * 
And your breath far more beet n Arabia 
blows. 
Yet tho charming,' alas! your aelight i is to teize, 
Yet all ſhe reply'd, was, tir, juſt as you pleaſe. 


Oh! think, he return'd, of the pains I endure, 
And as you're the cauſe, O extend me the cure; 
My paſſion's fo ſtrong, that my reſt I forſake, 
And a paleneſs o'ertpreads now my once roſy 
.. cheek, 
No longer be coy then, but give me ſome eaſe, 
Yet ſhe careleſs reply 4 Kill, Sir, juſt as you 
pleaſe. 


Enrag'd that ſhe paid him no greater regard, 

When his paſſion he knew was deſerving re- 
ward; 

He boldly advancing, ſaluted the fair, 

And vow'd that ſuch treatment no longer he'd 

| bear. 

No longer declar'd he would ſue on his knees, 

Yet all ſhe reply'd ſtill, was juſt as you pleaſe. 


Then ſeizing her hand he fraight led her along. 
| While ſhe careleſs ne'er ſaid he Was right or was 


Wrong; 
He 


(195) 

He took her to church, and there made her his 
wife, | 

And vow'd he would love her as long as he'd 
life: 

No longer ſhe thinks that his paſfion can teize, 


Tho! ſhe anſwers him ſtill, Sir, 'tis juſt as you 
pleaſe. 


S8 O N G. 


s Yother day young Damon paſt, 
Where Chloe ſat demure, 


He doft his hat, and ſigh'd and gaz'd, 
Twas love that ſtruck him ſure. 
With reverence then approach'd the fair, 
Which ſhe ſeem'd very ſhy at; 
And when he prais'd her ſhape and air, 
Ery'd, prithee, Sir, be quiet. 


My fair, he cry'd, O be not coy, 
Nor think my meaning rude ; 
Let love like mine thy mind employ, 
True love can ne er intrude, 
Her hand he then eſſay'd to kiſs, 
Which, frowning, ſhe cry'd. fye at; 
And when he ſtruggled for the bliſs, 
She ſaid, I pray be quiet! 


'Then 
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Then kneeling at her ſeet he ſwore, 

Without her he ſhould die, 

That man ne' er lov'd a woman more; 
Then heav'd a melting figh! 

Cupid unſeen now touch'd her breaſt, . 
And there ftirr'd up a riot, | 

Much ſoften'd, yet ſhe ſtill expreſt, 

O ! prithee, Sir, be quiet. 


The youth perceived her alter'd tone, 

And boldly afk'd her hand. 

Soon Hymen made them both as one, 
United hand in hand. 

The caſe too ſoon is alter'd quite, 
A ſcene you'l] all cry fye at; 

She prates away from morn to night, 
While he cries, pray be quiet. 


A C. ANT. 


REciTATIVE. 


S on a flowry bank young Thirſis lay; 
T hirſis the young, the airy, and the gay, 
Who lov'd fait Phoebe with a conſtant heart, 
Devoid of flattery, and devoid of art 
By love infpir'd, he thus unloos'd his tongue, 


NE: to the Cyprian ny he ſung. 


AIR, 


69 
AIR. 


Goddeſs of tis ae n 5 
Queen of beauty, queen of love; 
To thy ſhrine behold I bend, 
Be a faithful lover's friend, 
Phcebe's charms my heart detains 
In love's ſoft and ſilken chains; 2 
| Hear my vows and eaſe my care, 
Make her kind as ſhe is fair. 
Let her love's ſoft paſſion prove, 


And return me love for love. 


RECITATIVE. 


Cupid unſeen, was fluttering in the air, 

Sent by his maſter to relieve his care, 

In ſofteſt accents ſooth'd his amorous pain, 
And thus he ſung to eaſe the love fick ſwain: | 


A I R, 


Thirſis hence, and eaſe thy care, 
To yon ſhady grove repair; 
There fair Phcebe lies reclin'd, 

And thinks your abſence is unkind. 


Tho! ſhe frown when you draw nigh, L 
And perhaps prepare to fiy ; *: 
os 9 0 : Boldly 


(8) 
| Boldly catch her in your arms, 
Praiſe her neck, her breaſt, and arms. 


Flattery is the only art 

To attain the fair one's heart; 

And from this advice you'll find, 
Praiſe her charms, you win her mind. 


DN Cn K. 


ACH ſoft tender ER oo! in ſoft tender 
lays, 

In the ſervice of beauty — venture for praiſc ; 

Muſt fly to the meadows, the fields, and the 


groves, $205k 
And ſolicit the aid of the graces and loves; 
Then talk of her eyes, her lips, boſom and arms, 
And the red- fiſted laſs is a Venus in charms. 


Plain Suſan, and Dolly, no longer muſt down, 
Nor Roger, or Dick, for each-ruſtical clown, 
The muſes muft chriſten them over again, 
Plump Doll is a nymph, and ſtout Roger a ſwain. 
Then Damon, and Chloe, to prattle of love, 


Muſt wander a while in the eglantine grove. 
| | Then 


(9 ) 


Then the ſky lark, the wood larks the lunes ; 
and thruſh, 

In concert muſt join on 4 cub, tree, or 

buſh ; 

Tho' charming the proſpect, and tuneful, their 
ſong, 

Yet mind to ſay this as ſhe paſſes along : 

That her voice, tho' alas! like a — ſhe 
ſquall, 

Is ſofter, and ſtronger, and ſweeter than all. 


Example next teaches the garden to ſeek, 

And the roſe, and the lily units on her cheek ; 

Each flower that's valued for odour or hue, 

At her preſence muſt ſtrait· way ſpring up to the 
view; 

Vet blooming and gay» as the nymph paſſes by Ys 

They for envy muſt inftantly wither and die, 


When ſhe walks, oh! ye gods, how majeſtic her 
air, 

Not Jove's haughty queen can with Chloe com- 
pare ; 

The teſt of perfection her perſon muſt be, | 

Tho' majeſtic, yet modeſt ; 7 tho modeſt, yet 
free. 17 | 

O 2 Whe 


. 
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| When the deigns to come forth to rejoice the 


glad plain, 
"The graces, — hold up the train. 


Thus externally dreſt, 3 to her mind, 

Her ſenſe is a wonder, ſo great! fo refin'd ! 
Tho? perceiving her wit, and her judgment, tho 
. - juſt, © 

*Tis with candour and diffidence always expreſt: 
Thus proceed, my young bard, and I warrant 


ere long, 
You produce that ſirangs medley—yclept, a love 
ſiong. | | 


O Ns. 
FNORINNA was lovely, was witty, and 
5 young, 

And all o'er the town had her praiſes been ſung; 
The beaux and the fops, paid their court to her 


eyes, 
And the belles, tho her rivals, beheld with ſur- 
priſe ; 


Yet, to all who in praiſing her charms did ex- 


| cel, 
Her anſwer was oy indeed very well, 


bf Luyſander 


(100) 

Lyſander amidft her admirers preſt, 

And the true flame of love found to glow in his 

breaſt; 

With awe he approach'd, and with modeſty 
ſpoke, 

Yet his paſſion ſhe treated as only. a joke; 

Tho' the pangs he endur'd, no tongue could e er 
tell, | 

Yet her anſwer was only, indeed ! very well. 


Denials provok'd him to try other ways, 
Nor barely to kneel and to utter her praiſe; 
He boldly embrac'd the bright nymph in his 
arms, 

And kiſs'd her, and feaſted himſelf with her 
5 charms ; 

She thought of her lovers, he all did excel, 
But anſwer'd Lyſander, as yet, very well. 


The buſineſs thus far, made the hero more bold, 
And ſoon ſhe conſented to have and to hold; 
At Hymen's ſoft ſhrine he receiy'd her fair hand, 
Attended by Cupids, a choice little band; 
To her intimates only ſhe's dar'd ſince to tell, 4 
That Lyſander has pleas'd her, indeed, ver 
well. | - 


# 
= 


cout 
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S O N G. 


OUNG N oa Chloe were n; 
fond, - 
1 hey kiſs'd and they toy'd all the day ; 


Kind Hymen conſented to finiſh the reſt, 

And join them forever and aye, 

Some fiend interfer'd, and the rites were delay'd, 

By a circumſtance few would ſuppoſe; 
For thoughtleſs young Damon one day as he 

Preſented to Kitty—a roſe, 

Alarm'd at the gift, Chloe rated the youth, 

_ ..  Fil'd with jealouſy, rage, and diſdain; 

She call'd him falſe hearted, perfidious and baſe, 
And inſtantly quitted the plain, 

He endeavour'd his innocence vainly to prove, 
No words could her paffion compoſe ; 

Such preſents ſhe ſaid, were ſure emblems of love, 

And Kitty accepted——the roſe. 


To the church, or the wake, or wherever ſhe 
went, | 


He followed in hopes of relief ; 
 Obdurate the fair one regardleſs beheld 
The type of his penitence—grief. 


Tho 


(103) 
Thos ſeldom ĩf ever, ſhe deign'd a reply, 
T was only to add to his woes! 


No art ſhall e er win me again to comply, 
„Remember young Damon, the —roſe.“ 


For ever refus'd, when he knew that his heart 
To Chloe was virtuous and true, 

He thought was too much: —80 neglected the 

fair, 

Another more kind to purſue. 

I his treatment at length ſo afflicted the maid, 
She ſought him her mind to compoſe, 

He gladly conſented, and ſoon they were wed, 
And Chloe ne'er thinks of—the roſe. 


A WELCH SONG. 


$ 2 ſplutter 0 nails, | | 
( * Hur was come from North Wales, 
To try her good fortune in London; 
But oh! hut poor heart, y 


Hur fears for hur part, 
Alas ! hur for ever is undone. 


G 


For as hur was coing, 
Whith Shenkin and Owen, 


* To pray to goot Tavit hur ſaint, Sir; | 
A young tamſel hur met, 

Put hur all in a ſweat, 
Goot lack hur was ready to faint, Sir. 


So pright was 7g eyes, 

As the ſtars in the ſkies, WA? 
Hur lips were like rupies ſo 3 Sir; 

Her cheeks were o er ſpread 

With a ſweet white and red, 

- She look'tlike an angel tivine, Sir. 


When ſhe ſpoke, how hur voice 
Made hur poſome rejoice 

| So charming and prafe were hur words, Sir; 
> "The wodd lark or thruſh, 

That ſing on a puſh, 

E No accents ſo ſweet can afford, Sir. 


Since that luckleſs hour, 
So creat is love's power, | 
Hur croans and ſays nothihg but be day; 
But hur paſſion, hur fear, 
Hur can never declare. | 
For the laſs was 2s crand as a lady, 


Ye 


(1056) 


Ve true ge all, 
When you hear of hur fall, | 
O'er hur crave ſhed a tear out of pity 12 
For ſo earneſt hur craves, 
Hur ſhall tie bur pelieves, 
And ſo there's an end to hur titty. 


8 0F:-; N20: 


OE morn in May as Strephon rov'd, 
Contemplating on her he lov'd ; 

| Sweet verdure deck'd the proſpect round, 

Each bird ſent forth a pleaſant ſound ; 

While every gale from every bloom, 
Diffus'd a grateful fine perfume. 


F * g ; 
Ah! what's this beauteous ſcene to me? 


(Now ſigh'd the youth) in vain I ſee | 4 
The May-blown buſh, or flow'ry plain, | 
Or hear the warblers tuneful ſtrain 11+ 4 
My Delia abſent, noughr can pleaſe,,;.-:; 4 
| Nought give my tortur'd boſom eaſG. irg 
N 


Where ſtrays my love, what happier benin . 5 | 
Can Delia from my arms detain ? © ..a4* 
P — *. +I 


1% % 
What artful youth, with tales of love, 
Now keeps thee from thy native grove ? 


Come ! come my fair one, come away, 
Nor kill me with thy longer tay. | 


A garland ſweet I'd wove for you, 
With flowers cf the ſweeteſt hue ; 

Yet, ah ! how ſoon the flowers decay'd, 
Thy preſence wanting lovely maid ; 

So fade my hopes, thou fickle fair, 

For hope is conquer'd by deſpair, 


Mae the jealous youth, r 
The nymph with real love and truth, 
(Who heard behind a buſh the while) 
Advancing, met him with a fmile ; 
Forgive, that thus your faith [I try d. 

Im your's for ever, now, ſhe cry d. 


The youth, ſurpria d, with joy elate, 
In raptures bleſt his happy fate; 
Next morn in hymeneal bands, | 
United were their hearts and hands: ] 
Friendſhip and love their minds employ, 
And all the 25 ruvg with joy. 


C L » . ry 
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(' 107. 
A Morning in Spring, 
ABR was dreſt in her purple array, 
day; 


0 


And fol had juſt mounted the chariot of 


The ſwift winged hours came dancing along, | . 


And the lark to the morn galy warbled her ſong; 


When ſtruck with the ſpring and the beauties of | 


May, 
Thus . began to his fair one the we 


How feet is the proſpec around, 
How beautiful nature is ſeen; 
Each hedge with May bloſſom is crown'd, . 
Each mead with a delicate green ; | 
What odours came forth from each grove, 
How blithe the wild choriſters ſing, 
Can there aught be in nature, my love, 


I bend to the power of love. 


| Love draws the bright ſcene to the eyer, 


: 
* 
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Wins . 

"TO ©. 


Love teaches the warblers to ſing, 
Love bids every pleaſure ariſe, - 


And adds to a morning in ipring, 
MY TY 


Which equals a morning in ſpring g 
There i tho delightful the view, ; IIB | 

| Tho! ſweet the perfume of the grove +4 
When fondly I gaze upon you; 


* * 
* 1 9 
. W * 
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( 168 ) 

When circled within thoſe ſoft arms, 
What tranſports ariſe in my breaſt, 
find all the ſpring in thy charms, 
All that's ſweet in thy boſom confeſt. 

Yet conſtant we'll riſe at the dawn 
To hear the wild choriſters ſing, 

While the ſeaſon permits in the morn, 
Inhale the ſweet breath of the ſpring. 


Verſes on the Death of a Friend. 


ABOUT the time that Sol retires to reſt, 
And paler Cynthia takes her turn to reign ; 


He ruddy glowing to'ard the diſtant weſt, 
She fainter gilding o'er the verdant plain. 


When the ſweet warblers of each field and grove, 
Drop the tir'd wing, and ſeek the bending 
ſpray, ; 
No more mellifluent chaunt their ſongs of love, 
But ſleep recumbent till the dawn of day, 


When Philomel reſumes the ſong alone, 
And pining echo ſoft returns the ſound ; 
Perch'd on a thorn that aggravates her moan, - 


And but ſor her all ſilent were around. 


(' 109. ) 
With juſt a friend that follow'd cloſe behind, 
I met a coarſe, and ſtartled at the ſight; 
But, ah! what pangs, what tortures fill'd my 
mind; | 
My hair upſtarted ſoon with dire affright. 


When that ſame mourning, ſolitary friend, 
In broken words, and ſighs, and ſhaking head, 
« Behold the laſt remains, the fatal end | 
Of Heartwell* murdei'd!” That was all he 
ſaid. 


Grief ſtopped his tongue, and tears bedew'd his 
face; 


His breaſt he beat, and filent paſt along; 
Yet, in revenge for Heartwell's deep diſgrace, 
His worth ſhall fill the remnant of my ſong. 


By nature form'd to charm with mirth and wit, 
I' applaud the good, to ſatirize the bad; 

To charm the miſer from his ſelfiſh fit, | 
And wake to joy the hopeleſs and the ſad. 


4 To praiſe a Shakeſpear's or a Garrick's worth; 
To damn conce:ted authors in a line ; 
To rival Yates or Shuter in their mirth, 
And make a coxcomb ſwear, or hero ſhine, , 
| True 
Author of the letters ſigned Hearteell publiſhed. 
in the Gazetteer. 


He wrote a poem called a nn interview 
at the Drive of Shakeſpear, - ' 


( 120 ) 


* True to his country, loyal to his king; 
A ſpirit juſt, to blame or to commend ; 

The muſes deign'd his jocund lyre to ſtring, | 
And virtue made him father, huſband, friend. 


Unknown to fortune, not unknown to fame, 


He ſtruggled in a baſe ungtateful age; 
When lo | ſome villain, but conceal'd his name, 


With murdering hands have ſtruck him off the 
ſtage. 
Oh! would epomene aſſiſt my lays ! 
Thy praiſe ſhould flow according to thy due; 
Or round my temples twine immortal bays, 
My paſſport unto fame, remembring you. 


Vet, as it is, accept my artleſs verſe, 

The meaneſt follower in the muſes train 
May this excite ſome nobler to reheatſe, 

And give the tribute due a nobler ſtrain, 


S O N G. 
A NEW MEDLEY, 
APOLLO, the God that preſides o'er the 
day, 


Io his doxey, Miſs Thetis, bad jul ne Win ü 
ith 


* See an hs to he dae of York. 


| (my 
With her and a bottle to paſs the dull night, 
For gods both in women and wine take delight, 


Derry down, &tc. 


When three jolly mortals, as Bacchus e er laws, 
Divinity orthodox, Phyfick, and Law ; 

"The fatigue of the day being over and done, 
To regale with a bottle were met at the Tun, 


Derry down, &c. | 


As the glaſs circled round, ſtraight good-humour 
ſtept in, 

And told them, a ſong would be counted no 
ſin ; 

So they all three agreed in a mutual deſign, 

And Law firſt began in the praiſe of good wine, 

Derry _ &c. 

Of all the reports 
I have heard in the courts, _ 

In good wine Ine et yet found a flaw : 
All the caſes I've read 


Agree on this head, 
If its good, it will ſtand good in law. 


For good wine while I've breath, 
I'll plead z nay, in death 
My voice it ſhall have without fee ; = 
8 A 


N 
And when my term ends, 


I council my friends, 
To live all as merry as we. 


Old Wigſby, a doctor in phyfick renown'd, 

With a heart full of glee was the next that was 
found; 

After gargling his throat with a glaſs of the ſame, 


The virtues of wine began loud to proclaim, 
Derry down, &e. 


Let the Faculty rail, honeſt truth will prevail, 
In ſpite of old Glauber or Galen; 

| I pronounce that good wine is a noſtrum divine, 
For ev'ry diſeaſe never failing. 

"Tis allow'd diuretic, likewiſe an emetic ; 
Tis paſt all deſcription ſurprizing; 

And though doctor H is a man of great 

ſkill, | 

This beats all his puff advertiſing. 


The next was a parſon, a very good ſoul, 
With.audible voice he good wine did extol 


Like a bymn ct a pſalm, firs, he roar'd out the 
ſtrain, 


*Till he made the room echo and echo again, 
i 15 880 dawn, &c. 


( 113 ) 


Let poot finful mortals no longer repine, 
? pronounce they are bleſt if . good 
wine; 8 
Let this be their cuſtom whenever they prays. 
For there's nothing like wine to waſh ſorrow 
away. bs * * | 0 
e the glaſs, for good wine ne'er can 
oy, 
Tis the fountain of mirth and the ſource of all 


Jer. 


The heathens, chat follow a dull 4 
E they mind what he ſays are a parcel of fools; 
We Britons ſuch paltry reſlrictions deſpiſe, 
Weallow all to drink 'till they make themſelves 
j wiſe, | | 2 | N ; 
Then circle, Rc. | - 5 


Then while rye good. wine, let me l what 
I will, 
In private] always will take a full ſwill, 


(m4) 
And grant full indulgence for ever to thoſe 


Who are lovers of wine for they can't be 


church foes. 
Then oircle, &c. 


Then a fig for your ſnarlers, thoſe pedants and 
fools, 


Who fraught with dull mortals glean'd up from 
the ſchools, 

We'll not puzzle ourſelves with much trouble- 
ſome thinking, 


But urge and purſue the high pleaſure of drink- 
_— 
Sing tantararara, &c. 


That our cauſe is quite valid by law is confeſt, 
And phyſick declares tis of medicines the beſt ; 
Tbe jolly prieſt too has held forth its no fin, 
And 22 other folks ſay we need not care a pin, 


Sing ere, &c. 


A 8 ON G. 
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S 0 1 


HILE over nice critics, indulging their 
rage, 


Exclaim that all finging's unfit for the lage, 
And others though different, are equally wrong, 
Who fix all that's pleaſing alone in a ſong. © 


Such triflers I leave, let them cavil on ſtill, 
Whilel ſing in praiſe of—the maid of the mill, 


The ſtage is a garden we very well know, 
Where ſenſe, truth, and virtue, ſhould conſtant« 
ly grow, 
The rank weeds of vice be all carefully ſought, \ 
Torn up by the roots and expos'd as they oughlt; 


The 'performance is good, which this end can 
fulfil, 


And this we muſt own—in the maid of the mill. 


Q 2 Miith 
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Mirth, beauty, and innocence mutually hive 
To rouze the attention, and Feep , it alive, 


In Aimworth, true greatneſs ſhines ſtrongly ccn- 
feſt, 


And love's genuine fame * in Patty's ſoft 
breaſt, 


Each boſom reſponds to her voices ſweet trill, 
And wiſhes ſucceſs 10— the maid of the mill, 


While muſic, and fuſe, ſhall have charms to 


invite, 
And wit, and true humour, afford us delight; _ 
% While candour exiſts in the regions of taſte, 


And Britons enccurage the good and the chaſle, 
So long (let ill nature declaim as ſhe will) 


Applauſe ſhall attend on ihe maid of the mill. 


S O N C. 


(- 187 ). 
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OR a 2 or a a dance, over _—_ a By 
plain, 


Young I Dzmoy was juſtly eſteem's the beſt fwain 3 


Yet a great imperf con his mind had impreſs ; 
He thought beauty a trifle and love but a jeſt. 


Fe 


As oſten young Collin to him wou'd repair, 
And ſighing relate all his anguiſh and care; 

He laugh id at bis folly, and ſaid from his breaſt, 
He-thought beauty a trifle, and love but a jeſt. 


Sly Cupid determin'd to take down his pride, 
Who impiouſly dar'd ſacred love to deride ; - 
An arrow well aim'd ſent twang at his breaſt, 


To prove beauty no trifle, and love was no jeſt, 


Now he ſighs for a nymph, who flies his embrace, 
He's the ſcorn of the fair, and the jeſt of the 
place; 


(ns) 


| Who archly repeat tho' they ſee him diftreſt, 
« Pſhaw! beauty's a trifle, and love's but a jeſt.” 


Be warn'd ; oh1 ye ſwains, Damon's fate let you 


rer beauty's bright goddef ſuch treatment wont 
£ bear; 


For heroes ac tinces. this truth haveconthlh;.. 
That beauty's no trifle, and love is no jeſt, 


fro F INI, 


"Ls 


* 
- ** 0 * 
- 


* 
4 , 


# 


1104 


Subjeriters Names 


Brown 2 
.S _ ſen. 
„Baker, jun. 
B. Baker 22 
J. Baker 1 
72911511 
C 
Mr. Crofts 
Coote, 2 bodks 
Chittow 
Clarke 
Cure, 
Cook 
= | 
Berri a 15 
5 N Cor - 14153 
Burgess ü Collias 
Beccher Cape 


— ROT Carew 


Mrs. Dove 

Mr. Dalton 
Dearle 
Dormer 


E 
Mr. Ellis 
Eric : 
of en 
2 F 


Mr. Foy, 3 books 
. ranklin 


Gibſon . 
Green 


e Eſq; 2 | 


Mr. Gibſon) j 
| Gills 
Green 


* 


Liſt of 8 


145 


L 


Mr . Lewis 
Laurence 


Mrs. Meres 
Mr. Meres, ſen. 
Meres, jun. 2 b. 
Maſon 
Miller 
Marsh 
Mountford 


Munday 
Murell 


Manwaring 

Ati N | 
Mr. Newbery 

Nokes 


ubſcriders, 


Mrs. Preſcott | 


; O 

Mrs. Oakman 
Capt. Owen 
Mr. H. Overton 
. Oakman, ſen. 
8. Qakman . 
Oliver 518 


| Mr. nog 

| Parkinſon | 

| Pulley | 
Pullen 
Pottinger 
Parkir 

C. Phillips a books 
Peat, 5 books 
Poywel ' 

Peak 


R ' 


Mrs. Rolls 
Mr. Rolls 


Richardſon 
Roberts 
Reynolds 
Ravenſcroft, ſen. 
Ravenſcroft, jun. 


a 8 


Dr. Stevenſon 
Mr. Swan, 2 books 
Stock * 
Spackman 2 books 
Sheldon 
E Scott 
B. Scott 
© J. Scott 
— 
Sumpter 
Sykes 
Smith 
Sartorius 
A. Smith 
Sharp 
Stevenſon 
Skater 


+ 


| N Mrs. Teton 
Dr, Terrett 
Mr. Thiſtleton 
1 | S. Taylot 
: „ Taylot 
Trip 


15 Thomſon 


Liſt of Subſeribers, 
1 


U 

Mr. Uncle D 
"ol : 
Mi. Vaulten 2 dodks 


W. 


Dr. Weſſels 4 books 
Mr. pod 


JW illiams 
ilſon 
White 


Ward 
Watts 
Wall 
Williams 
Woodfs'l to b. 
Weftcar 
Walkingame 


Y 


| 
| Mr. Moſes Young 


\\ 
\ 


